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CHAPTER I 


The Stranger 


Lenora WHITEHILL, sitting on the corner of Beverly 
Gray’s desk, looked up with a grin. 

“Uh-oh! Here comes the boss and he has fire in his 
even 

Beverly raised her auburn head from the paper she 
had been studying. 

“He’s probably looking for shirking photographers,” 
she chuckled. 

“Meaning me?” Lenora looked surprised. “I’m not 
shirking! It’s the end of the day and, besides, ’m 
merely resting between battles with my new camera. 
I tell you, Beverly, I never saw anything so complicated 
as all the gadgets on that camera. It took me a half day 
to learn how to use it. It’s like—” 

“There you are!” Charlie Blaine, editor of the Trib- 
une, paused beside the girls and handed Beverly a slip 
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of paper. “Here is your next assignment, Beverly. This 
one is by special request—a special request for you, 
that is.” 

“Ah, an admirer!” Lenora interposed. 

“It seems that way,” Blaine nodded. “He said he 
wanted to talk to a reporter—but not just any reporter. 
He asked for Beverly Gray. You have an appointment 
with him at ten o'clock tomorrow morning.” Blaine 
turned to Lenora. “You might go with her. There may 
be a chance for some pictures.” 

“Who is this mysterious admirer of the literary style 
of Beverly Gray?” Lenora asked. 

“Frank Stanton,” Beverly read from the paper in her 
hand. “Who is he?” 

“T’ve read about him somewhere,” Lenora frowned 
thoughtfully, “a long time ago. He is an explorer or 
something, I think, and all his life he has been looking 
for his fortune. Maybe he’s found it at last.” 

“T doubt it,” Blaine grinned. “Twice before, he made 
announcements of a sensational discovery, but nothing 
ever came of it. This might be another false alarm, 
but since he particularly asked for you, Beverly, you 
might as well go and see what it is all about.” 

“It is a Long Island address,” Beverly commented, 
studying the note. 

Blaine nodded and walked away while the girls pre- 
pared to leave the office. 

“I just have time to meet Terry,” Lenora said, con- 
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sulting her wrist watch. “For once I'll be on time. 
Hope the shock isn’t too much for him,” she added 
with a grin. “So long, pal! ’ll go with you tomorrow 
to see Mr. Stanton. Perhaps I can get a picture of his 
fortune. I’d like to see what he has that rates a special 
interview.” 

Lenora left and Beverly closed her desk. Then she, 
too, put on her hat and coat. 

It was dusk as Beverly left the building. She paused 
to pull on her gloves, her eyes traveling over the street 
which was just becoming alive with lights. It was the 
hour “between the dark and the daylight”—the magi- 
cal hour when stars began blooming in the sky and 
one could almost imagine pixies lurking in the shad- 
ows near by. 

Ever since college graduation when she had come to 
New York with Lenora, Shirley, and Lois, Beverly had 
loved the city and she loved writing about the people 
and about the events that happened there. 

Former readers already are acquainted with the girls 
and their struggles to make careers for themselves, and 
know how Beverly won a position of importance on 
the staff of the Tribune, in addition to the success she 
was beginning to achieve with her free-lance writing. 

Beverly stepped to the curb and waited for the traffic 
light to change. 

At that moment, a voice spoke softly in her ear and 
a hand grasped her elbow. 
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“Miss Gray?” 

Beverly turned around to see who had spoken. 

It was a tall young man with topcoat collar turned 
up and gray hat pulled so low that his face was almost 
hidden. 

“I want to talk to you about your interview with 
Frank Stanton,” he said. 

“Yes?” she said. “Are you—” 

“I am—a—friend of his. I must speak with you,” he 
said. “Where can we go so that we can talk privately?” 

“Just a minute!” Beverly exclaimed. “What is this 
all about ?” 

She had no intention of going anywhere with a man 
she had never seen before. 

“It’s very important,” he urged. “It will only take a 
few minutes.” 

As he spoke he kept glancing nervously around him. 

“My car is in the parking lot across the street,” Bev- 
erly said. “We can go there.” 

They could talk privately in the car and she would 
still feel safe under the eyes of the lot attendant who 
knew her. 

The young man did not release his grip on her arm 
even though she tried to pull away as they crossed the 
street and entered the brightly lighted parking lot. 

“Who are you?” Beverly demanded. “Why all the 


secrecy?” 
She opened the door of her car and got in. He slid 
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onto the seat beside her and bent forward tensely, star- 
ing out toward the street. 

Beverly followed his gaze, but she could see nothing 
startling. There were a lot of people crowding along 
the sidewalk, as well as cars speeding down the street. 
She had no idea what caused him to show such alarm. 

“What is it?” Beverly asked. “Why can’t you tell me 
what this is all about? What have you to say about 
Frank Stanton?” 

“Not now,” he said hastily. “Ill find another time to 
talk to you.” 

With that he leaped from the car and ran away, 
leaving Beverly staring after him in amazement. He 
disappeared into the crowd and she knew it was useless 
to attempt to follow him. Besides, why should she? 
He had acted most peculiarly. He might just be some- 
one with a wild scheme seeking free publicity. She 
would mention him to Frank Stanton tomorrow and 
see if he knew anything about him. 

Beverly started her car and drove uptown to meet 
Larry Owens, her fiancé. As she parked her car near 
the restaurant where they were to have dinner, and 
picked up her handbag, she noticed a small paper- 
wrapped parcel on the seat beside her. Wondering, she 
picked it up and took it with her. 

Larry, darkly handsome and pleasant as ever, was 
waiting in the lobby and hurried forward as she went 
through the revolving door. 


6 Beverly Gray’s Scoop 


“P’m glad you came, but I’m sorry you had to come 
alone,” Larry said as they seated themselves in a booth 
at the far end of the room. “I knew when my boss 
asked me to stay and finish going over the plans with 
him that there wouldn’t be time for me to go all the 
way downtown to the Tribune office to pick you up. 
Not, that is, if we want to have dinner here and still 
get to the theater before curtain time.” 

“I very nearly didn’t come alone,” Beverly said, 
smiling, and proceeded to tell him about the strange 
young man. 

She put the small package on the table between them 
and they stared at it. 

“It must have fallen from his pocket as he got up 
from the seat,” she commented. “What shall I do 
with it?” 

“You can hardly return it to him when you don’t 
even know who he is,” Larry said, and frowned. 

“It isn’t very heavy,” Beverly speculated, weighing 
the package in her hand. 

“Do you suppose he meant to leave it behind him?” 
Larry asked. 

Beverly shook her head. “He would have said some- 
thing about it, I’m sure.” 

She shook the package experimentally, but there 
was no sound of rattling. 

“I wonder what it is,” she murmured. “Do you think 
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his name and address might be inside? I wonder if it 
has anything to do with Frank Stanton.” 

“Open the package,” Larry decided. “You can wrap 
it again and hold it for him if his name and address 
aren’t in it.” 

With fingers that trembled a bit with excitement, 
Beverly untied the thin string and lifted the paper. 
Snug in a bed of white cotton lay two darkly gleaming 
emeralds. 

Beverly gasped in amazement. So intent were she and 
Larry upon what lay before them that they did not 
notice the girl in the next booth get up and pause for a 
moment behind them. When she had had a good look 
at the jewels, she hurried away. 


CH AP Age Resi 


Two Heirs 


“Lenora!” Beverly called for the third time. “Are you 
going with me or aren’t you?” 

“Umph!” was the only reply from beneath the blan-. 
ket on Lenora’s bed. 

“T am not going to wait for you,” Beverly continued 
firmly. “If you aren’t ready—” 

“Breakfast! Come and get it!” Lois Mason sang out, 
poking her head in the bedroom door. “What? Isn’t 
she up yet?” 

“Did you say something about food?” Lenora sat up 
and beamed over the edge of the blanket. “Serve me in 
bed, my good woman!” 

“I am not your good woman and you get your break- 
fast in bed only when you are sick,” Lois retorted. “The 
rest of us are working girls too. If you aren’t in the 
kitchen in five minutes I’ll eat your eggs myself,” she: 
added wickedly. 
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“She'll do it, too,” laughed Shirley Parker. 

“Halp!” Lenora dived for the bathroom. “Watch my 
smoke!” 

The four girls had shared the same apartment for a 
long time, joking and teasing, but remaining loyal 
friends through good times and bad. 

Red-haired Shirley Parker was at present preparing 
to open in a new play. She had gained not a little fame 
as an actress under the name of Dale Arden and the 
girls were all proud of her. 

Lois Mason was a fashion illustrator for Modern 
Miss Magazine, and the girls were confident that any 
day now she would announce her engagement to Jim 
Stanton, a lifelong friend of Beverly’s. 

Blonde Lenora Whitehill was the madcap of the 
group. Her one serious interest was photography. She 
was proud of her work for the Tribune and always 
anxious to accompany Beverly on her assignments. 

“You shouldn’t stay out so late at night when you 
must work the next day,” Lois said severely when 
Lenora joined the other girls at the breakfast table. 

“Tt wasn’t my idea,” Lenora protested. “You know 
Terry’s father is visiting him from England, so we had 
dinner with him and a friend of his, and it lasted far 
into the night. I never met a man who could talk so 
much!” 

“You mean he was worse than you are?” Shirley 
asked with a teasing glance. 
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“I thought he would never stop,” Lenora continued, 
smothering a yawn. “He was interesting enough, but 
he never ran out of breath.” 

“Why?” Lois wanted to know. “Was he selling 
something ?” 

“Africa, Egypt, and points east,” Lenora sighed. “I 
learned more geography last night than I did all 
through high school. His name was Ismail Zeser and 
he talked a lot about Egypt and, Beverly, he said he re- 
turned to this country on the S.S. Beechwood with 
Frank Stanton.” 

“The man we are going to interview?” Beverly 
looked up with interest. “What did he say about him ?” 

“He said that Stanton kept hinting he had found 
something in Egypt that would make him a wealthy 
man for the rest of his life. Evidently somebody on the 
boat believed him, too, because his cabin was entered 
and searched twice before they reached New York.” 

“Do you suppose he is going to make a public an- 
nouncement of his discovery in the Tribune?” Shirley 
asked. “Maybe that is why he sent for you, Bev.” 

“It seems odd that he should ask for me,” Beverly 
commented. “The name is familiar, but I can’t remem- 
ber if I ever met him before.” 

“Tt is strange he should have the same name as Jim,” 
Lois remarked. 

“I suppose there are a lot of Stantons in the world,” 
Lenora mused. “What do you hear from your beloved 
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while he is working down in Washington? Does he 
miss his Sweetie Pie?” 

“Of course he misses my sunny smile,” Lois retorted, 
wrinkling her nose at her friend. 

“Sunny smile, ha!” Lenora teased. “He should see 
you before breakfast. You are as grumpy as a bear.” 

The shrill summons of the telephone bell saved fur- 
ther good-natured argument. 

“Tll answer it.” Beverly jumped up. “It might be Mr. 
Blaine.” 

The girls were clearing the table when she returned 
to the kitchen. 

“What’s up?” Lenora asked after a glance at her 
friend’s face. 

“Our interview is off,” Beverly replied. “Mr. Stanton 
died last night of a heart attack.” 

“Now we'll never know why he wanted particularly 
to talk to you,” Lenora sighed as she dried the dish 
Shirley had just rinsed. 

“Perhaps we can still find out,” Beverly replied with 
sudden decision. “I’m going out to his house.” 

“Dead men tell no tales,” Lois reminded her. 

“Someone at his home might be able to give me 
enough information for a human interest story on 
him,” Beverly answered. 

“Wait for me!” Lenora handed her dish towel to 
Lois. “I’ll fill in for you sometime, pal! Come on, Bev. 
Let’s go.” 
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The sun was higher now, its warm fingers of light 
dispelling the early morning mist which had hovered 
over the city, as the girls drove across town, over the 
Queensborough Bridge and on into Long Island to the 
old, ramshackle house owned by Frank Stanton. 

An acre of ground surrounded the sprawling, three- 
story house, and everywhere were signs of gross neg- 
lect. 

“It’s a shame,” Lenora declared. “It could be an at- 
tractive place, but the way it is now it isn’t worth much, 
is it?” 

“Evidently no one took care of it while Mr. Stanton 
was traveling,” Beverly commented. 

“Whom do you expect to talk to?” Lenora inquired 
with a smile. “The trees? A porch pillar, perhaps?” 

Beverly opened the car door and stepped to the drive- 
way, motioning to Lenora. 

“Look, there’s a girl on the porch. I wonder if he had 
a daughter.” 

“No. Frank Stanton was a bachelor,” Lenora replied. 
“T learned that last night. Although Mr. Zeser said that 
on the boat trip from Egypt it looked as though he 
were contemplating matrimony with a woman he met 
on board.” 

“That’s interesting,” Beverly said. “I wonder where 
she is now. Meanwhile, let’s talk to this girl.” 

The girl met them as they ascended the steps to the 
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porch. She was small, with straight blonde hair and 
shrewd gray eyes. 

“Hello!” Lenora plunged into conversation immedi- 
ately. “Are you looking for someone?” 

“Yes—well, that is, no—” the girl said hurriedly. “I 
am—ah—Mr. Stanton’s niece.” 

“Do you live here?” Lenora inquired. 

“Oh, no,” the girl answered. “I heard about what 
happened and came to see if there was anyone here 
who could tell me more about my—my uncle.” 

“We would like to know more about your uncle, 
too,” Beverly said. “We are from the Tribune. We were 
supposed to interview Mr. Stanton this morning, but 
now—well—perhaps you could give me enough infor- 
mation about him for a story.” 

“His lawyer, Clayton Coombs, can tell you more 
than I,” the girl said swiftly. “I must be going now.” 

“Please wait,” Lenora said swiftly. “We understand 
how you feel. If you don’t want to talk about your 
uncle, may I take your picture?” She held up her ever- 
ready camera. “It may fit into the story.” 

“No!” the girl exclaimed sharply, backing away. 
“No pictures, please!” 

“But why not?” Lenora asked. “There’s no harm 
in—” 

“Wait, Lenora!” Beverly exclaimed. “We have more 
company.” 


14 Beverly Gray’s Scoop 


A young man was coming up the driveway, walking 
swiftly with head bent in thought. He had not seen the 
girls. When he did, he stopped short and then came on 
more slowly. 

Beverly recognized him instantly as the young man 
who had accosted her outside the Tribune office the 
night before, but he gave no sign that he recognized 
her. 

Beverly had locked the small package with the jew- 
els in her desk drawer at the girls’ apartment and she 
now decided to wait and let him ask her about them. 

The young man mounted the steps to the porch and 
the three girls returned his cool stare in silence. 

“Who are you?” he asked at last. 

“We are from the Tribune,” Beverly answered, in- 
dicating herself and Lenora. If he wanted to play 
games, she would oblige him. 

“We came to get a story about Mr. Stanton. This is 
Mr. Stanton’s niece,” she added, nodding at the other 
stranger. “Who are your” 

“Tam Mr. Stanton’s nephew and heir,” was the calm 
rejoinder. “My name is James Stanton.” 


CHAPTER-#f11 


A New Development 


“Two James Stantons,” Lenora murmured as she and 
Beverly drove back toward the city. “It seems odd.” 

Beverly and Lenora had watched with interest while 
the girl and the young man had walked around, study- 
ing the house. They had tried unsuccessfully to open 
the door, and the young man especially had seemed an- 
gry that he could not enter. 

Beverly and Lenora had taken their departure when 
the others did, puzzled at the meeting of the heirs. 

“Of course, it’s possible that there are two men 
named James Stanton,” Beverly said with a frown. 
“But I think there is something wrong.” 

“Aha! It might turn out to be a better story than we 
expected,” Lenora exclaimed. “What do you suspect, 
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Beverly smiled. “Laugh if you want to, but I am 
going to learn more about Frank Stanton and his 
heirs.” 

Why hadn’t the young man wanted to recognize 
her? Why hadn’t he asked if his jewels had been found 
in her car? Didn’t he want them returned to him? She 
hadn’t mentioned her find to Lenora or anyone but 
Larry, so now she wondered in silence. 

“We certainly didn’t learn much about Frank Stanton 
this morning,” Lenora commented. “Neither his niece 
nor his nephew wanted to talk about him—and yet I 
don’t think either one of them was particularly grief- 
stricken.” 

“Since they wouldn’t talk and we couldn’t get into 
the house, we’ll have to get our information somewhere 
else,” Beverly said. 

“Whose crystal ball are you going to peer into?” 
Lenora wanted to know. 

“The lawyer’s,” Beverly replied. “He should be able 
to tell us something.” 

“Good!” Lenora exclaimed. “Let’s go!” 

“Not so fast,” Beverly smiled. “First, I’m going to 
talk to Jim. I want to get the similarity of names 
straightened out.” 

“Let’s stop at the apartment,” Lenora proposed. 
“You can telephone in privacy and I can change my 
shoes. This pair is killing me!” 

Jim Stanton was a lifelong friend of Beverly. They 
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had lived next door to each other in Renville from the 
time they were small children until they went away to 
college. After schooldays Jim had been one of the 
happy group that traveled and adventured together on 
Roger’s yacht, the Susabella. As a result of Beverly 
Gray’s Island Myszery the beloved yacht was lost, but 
the young people had been drawn even closer together 
in the adventure. 

For the past several weeks Jim had been working in 
Washington, and Beverly put through a call to him 
there when the two girls reached home. 

“How is my favorite reporter?” Jim asked when he 
recognized her voice. 

“[’m puzzled,” Beverly plunged at once to the heart 
of the matter. “Jim, did you ever know a Frank 
Stanton ?” 

“The only Frank Stanton I know is my ne’er-do-well 
uncle,” Jim returned promptly. “Why do you ask?” 

“What sort of person was he?” Beverly countered. 

“Oh, the kind of person who’s always chasing after 
rainbows,” Jim replied. “He is always in search of a 
fortune which so far has never materialized. He 
doesn’t believe in hard work, but spends his time trav- 
eling and doing what he pleases. I suppose he has been 
around the world several times. He and I were always 
fond of each other, but he quarreled with my father 
years ago over his irresponsible attitude toward life, 
and we haven’t seen him in a long, long time. He re- 
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turned from Egypt a few days ago, and he telephoned 
to me yesterday morning and asked about you.” 

“Me?” Beverly exclaimed in surprise. 

“That’s right,” Jim confirmed. 

“Wait a minute!” Beverly said. “Was he the man I 
met at your house when we were both about ten years 
old? The one who gave me the Chinese bracelet and 
told us all those fascinating stories?” 

“That’s Uncle Frank,” Jim agreed. “Say, what’s go- 
ing on up there? First, he telephones to me about you, 
and now you are asking about him. Don’t you realize 
this is a long distance call, or are you loaded with 
money?” 

Beverly immediately brought him up to date on 
what had happened. 

“Poor Uncle Frank,” Jim said slowly. “We planned 
to get together as soon as I returned to New York. He 
was going to call you,” Jim added. “He had heard— 
from me—that you were a reporter, and he said he had 
a story a good reporter might be interested in. I recom- 
mended you at once. Didn’t he see you?” 

“I was supposed to interview him this morning,” 
Beverly explained, “but it was too late.” 

“I never knew he had a bad heart,” Jim said slowly, 
“but, as I told you, I haven’t seen him for a long time.” 

“Did he tell you what the story was about that he 
wanted to give me?” Beverly asked. 

“No, he didn’t,” Jim replied. 
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“What was he doing in Egypt?” Beverly probed 
further. 

“T don’t know that either,” Jim returned. “He said 
he would tell me all about it when I met him in New 
York. I thought it was odd he should want to talk to a 
reporter, but he got lots of wild ideas and was always 
traveling. My father could never understand why he 
wouldn’t settle down with us in Renville. 

“Poor Uncle Frank,” Jim continued slowly. “He 
never found his fortune.” 

“[m not so sure about that,” Beverly returned. 
“There is something funny going on, Jim. A young 
man up here claims to be James Stanton. He says he is 
the heir to Frank Stanton’s estate.” 

“What estate?” Jim asked dryly. “Uncle Frank 
didn’t have any money, I’m sure. Most of the time he 
worked his way on his travels. One time he was a 
boat steward, another time he was a deck hand. He’d 
work until they reached a port he liked and then he 
would quit until his money was gone.” 

“Why should anyone try to get his estate?” Beverly 
wanted to know. 

When Jim was silent she continued. 

“T think you should come home, Jim, and look into 
things here.” 

“I can’t possibly leave here for a few days,” Jim re- 
plied. “We are at a very critical point in our work, and 
I’m needed. Go and talk to his lawyer, Bev, and see if 
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Uncle Frank left any funeral instructions. Act as my 
representative, will you, Bev, and I'll come as soon as 
I can.” 

“Shouldn’t you notify your father that your uncle has 
died ?” Beverly asked. 

“My mother and father are traveling in Europe, and 
I don’t know where to reach them at the moment,” Jim 
said. “No, Bev, you and I will have to handle this. Do 
whatever you think is necessary, and I’ll see you as soon 
as possible.” 

Beverly replaced the telephone and sat staring at it, 
a thoughtful frown on her face. 

“Did you get yourself into the middle of something 
again?” Lenora smiled, coming from the kitchen with 
a half-finished sandwich in her hand. “I thought, since 
the morning is almost over, we might as well have 
lunch before we fare forth into the cruel world again. 
You'll find yours on the kitchen table.” 

“Thanks,” Beverly said. “Frank Stanton was Jim’s 
uncle.” 

“Then the other James Stanton is a phony!” Lenora 
exclaimed. “So—what do we do first ?” 

“We'll eat lunch first, and then we'll visit his law- 
yer,” Beverly answered. “Maybe he can tell us some- 
thing about the man who is claiming the estate.” 

“What about the girl?” Lenora asked. “As a niece, 
can’t she claim something, too?” 

“If Frank Stanton left a will which clearly states that 
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Jim is the heir, I don’t believe she can,” Beverly replied. 
“Let’s have our lunch.” 

They were no sooner seated than the telephone rang. 
It was Larry. 

“I tried to reach you several times this morning,” he 
told Beverly. “Have you read the column ‘Chatter 
About Town’ in this morning’s Sun?” 

“Are you reading our rival newspaper? Tsk, tsk!” 
Beverly laughed. “No, I haven’t read it. Should I?” 

“Listen to one item,” Larry advised and began to 
read: 

“What does a certain young New York reporter in- 
tend to do with the jewels left in her car last night?’ ” 

“Larry!” Beverly exclaimed. “I didn’t tell a soul but 
you about the emeralds.” 

“IT didn’t gossip about them,” Larry assured her 
quickly. “Either the fellow who left them has told 
someone, or else someone overheard us in the restau- 
rant. What are you going to do?” 

“Nothing,” Beverly said. “I’m going to wait and 
watch. There is something strange going on and ’m 
not sure I like it.” She explained how she had met the 
young man again, posing as Jim, and how he had never 
mentioned the jewels or even acknowledged that he 
recognized her. 

“Take the jewels to the police and get out of the 
whole thing,” Larry advised. “Don’t get involved any 
further, Bev.” 
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“It promises to be a good story,” she said. “Besides, 
I promised Jim to do what I can until he is able to come 
home.” 

“Jim’s inheritance is no concern of yours,” Larry re- 
torted crisply. 

“Why, Larry, Jim and I have always been fond of 
each other, and I want to help him if I can,” Beverly 
protested. 

“Of course,” Larry repented quickly. “Jim is my 
friend, too. It’s only that I don’t want to see you in- 
volved in anything dangerous.” 

“T don’t expect it to be,” Beverly replied. “Ill talk to 
you tonight and tell you what the lawyer said.” 

When she turned around she saw Lois leaning 
against the door. At the same moment Lenora entered 
from the kitchen. 

“What are you doing home at this hour, Lois?” the 
blonde girl demanded. “Did you get fired?” 

“I came home for a portfolio of drawings which I 
forgot this morning,” Lois replied. 

“How about having lunch with us?” Beverly asked. 

“No, thank you,” Lois said a bit stiffly. “I must 
go right back to the office.” She went into the bed- 
room, got her drawings, and left without another 
word, 

Lenora turned to Beverly with a shrug. “Lois must 
be in a mood. Well, finish your lunch, Bev, and let’s be 
on our way.” 
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Shortly thereafter the girls arrived at the office of 
Clayton Coombs. The small office and waiting room of 
the elderly attorney were sparsely furnished. Evidently 
the clientele the lawyer had were not wealthy or 
prompt in paying for his services, judging from the 
unfashionable neighborhood and unpretentious ap- 
pearance of both his office and his person. 

Clayton Coombs was an elderly man, with bushy 
graying hair and a ruddy, smiling face. He greeted the 
girls courteously and placed chairs facing his desk. 

“What can I do for you?” he asked when they were 
all seated. 

“We understand that you were Frank Stanton’s law- 
yer,” Beverly began. 

“His lawyer and his friend,” was the prompt reply. 
“His untimely death was a sad blow to me.” 

“Tt must have been,” Beverly sympathized. “His 
nephew, James, asked me to come and see you. He 
asked me to represent him in whatever arrangements 
are necessary.” 

“That is strange,” the lawyer commented. “He said 
nothing about it to me when I spoke with him last 
night.” 

Beverly and Lenora exchanged a fleeting glance 
which was not lost on Mr. Coombs. 

“What is the purpose of this visit?” he demanded. 
“What are you two young ladies trying to do?” 

“We aren’t trying to do anything,” Lenora blurted 
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out. “It is just that you talked to the wrong James 
Stanton.” 

“The wrong James Stanton?” the lawyer echoed. 
“What do you mean?” 

Beverly told him about the young man they had 
seen at the Stanton house, and also about the Jim 
Stanton she had known all her life. 

“This is fantastic!” Mr. Coombs exclaimed. “Incred- 
ible! How do I know you are telling me the truth?” 

“What is there for us to gain by lying?” Lenora de- 
manded. 

“Ts it true that James Stanton inherits the estate?” 
Beverly asked. 

“There was never any secret about that,” the lawyer 
replied. “Mr. Stanton often said he would leave every- 
thing to his nephew—not that he had much to leave to 
anyone.” 

“Did the young man you talked to offer proof of his 
identity?” Beverly asked. 

“He said he had left his wallet and identification 
home, but he had several pictures of himself and his 
uncle together. From what Mr. Stanton had told me 
about his nephew, the young man answered the gen- 
eral description—tall, gray eyes—” 

“Suppose I get the James Stanton I know on the tele- 
phone,” Beverly suggested. “You can ask him questions 
about his uncle which might convince you he is the 
legal heir.” 


“ll talk to him later—privately,” the lawyer said. 
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“What about the girl?” Lenora asked. “Does his 
niece receive anything?” 

“T never knew he had a niece,” Mr. Coombs replied. 

“She said she was.” Lenora shrugged. “Maybe she is 
working with the phony James Stanton.” 

“That is possible,” Beverly nodded. 

“But why is anyone going to all this trouble to get 
the little that poor Frank had?” Mr. Coombs was be- 
wildered. “I don’t understand it.” 

“The will might reveal the reason,’ Beverly sug- 
gested. 

The lawyer shook his head. 

“T told the young man last night that we would read 
the will together tomorrow because it has explicit di- 
rections for a private funeral. Now, in the light of what 
you have told me—” He hesitated and frowned. “I will 
read the will so my old friend’s wishes may be carried 
out, but I certainly will not turn over the keys of the 
house to anyone until I am sure he is the rightful heir.” 

“That is as it should be,” Beverly agreed. 

“If you will give me the telephone number of the 
young man you say is the real James Stanton I will 
talk with him and hear what he has to say,” Mr. 
Coombs continued. 

“Do I have your permission to be present at the read- 
ing of the will tomorrow?” Beverly asked. “I realize I 
am not a lawyer—” 

The man sighed. “This whole thing is highly irregu- 
lar. I don’t see that your presence will make it any 
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more so. If I am satisfied with your friend’s claim and 
he wishes it, you may be here.” 

“Did the other young man give you his address?” 
Beverly asked. “Where can you get in touch with 
him?” 

“That is an odd thing,” the lawyer confessed. “He 
didn’t give me any address. He assured me that he 
would call me. Of course I asked him to furnish more 
positive identification tomorrow.” 

“There! You see?” Lenora exclaimed. “Why would 
he be so mysterious if he truly were the heir?” 

“But the pictures of him and Frank together—” Mr. 
Coombs shook his head. “We shall learn all the an- 
swers tomorrow,” he said, ending the interview. 

“Highly irregular, ” Lenora murmured in perfect 
mimicry of the old lawyer as she and Beverly drove to 
the Tribune office. “He stated it mildly. Do you sup- 
pose Frank Stanton had a niece he never mentioned ?” 

“Perhaps we'll learn the answer to that tomorrow, 
too,” Beverly said. 

They parked the car and were about to enter the of- 
fice when they saw a girl standing by the Tribune 
building waiting for them. 

“A spy from the Sun!” Lenora exclaimed with a gig- 
gle. “Lock the doors! Hide the headlines of our next 
edition! What are you doing here, Miss Kay Merrill?” 

The brown-eyed, ambitious reporter from a com- 
peting newspaper laughed. 
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Although the girls were constant rivals for good 
stories for their respective newspapers, they neverthe- 
less remained on friendly terms. 

“I saw you coming and thought I would say hello,” 
Kay answered. 

“Hello,” Lenora grinned. “Now what?” 

“I wanted to speak to Beverly,” Kay replied. 

“Hello,” Beverly said with a smile and waited. 

When Kay sought her out, especially at the door to 
the Tribune office, she had something special in mind. 

“What did you want to see me about?” 

“Oh—I thought you might have an item for the Lost 
and Found column of our newspaper as well as your 
own,” Kay said slowly. 

“Lost and Found?” Lenora was puzzled. “You 
didn’t lose anything, did you, Bev?” 

“T think she found something,” Kay corrected. 
“Aren’t you going to advertise for the owner, Beverly?” 

“No,” Beverly said shortly. “I am not.” 

“Okay,” Kay shrugged. “I just thought I’d ask. See 
you later!” 

As Kay sauntered away Beverly stared after her. Kay 
had meant the emeralds Beverly had found in her car, 
of course. Was Kay the one who had overheard her 
conversation with Larry? Exactly how much did Kay 
know about the jewels and what would she do now? 


CHAPTER IV 


Kay’s First Move 


Karuarine Merry had been Beverly’s arch rival on 
many stories, and now she was on this one, too. How 
much did she know about the emeralds? Was she also 
seeking a story about Frank Stanton? Beverly deter- 
mined to find out. 

“Lenora, you better go into the office and report to 
Mr. Blaine,” Beverly said after making a hasty deci- 
sion. “I'll see you tonight. I want to talk to Kay.” 

Lenora was too surprised to protest. She watched 
her friend hurry away and then went slowly into the 
building. 

Beverly walked north in pursuit of Kay. She had to 
hasten her steps because Kay was far ahead. At one 
busy intersection Beverly thought she had lost her 
quarry, but then she sighted Kay scurrying through 


traffic to the opposite side of the thoroughfare. 
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Kay walked swiftly, glancing neither to right nor 
left. She walked as if she had a fixed destination in 
mind and was determined not to be swerved from it 
for any reason. Once she glanced at her watch and 
hastened her steps. 

Beverly’s curiosity was thoroughly aroused by this 
time. She had started out with the idea of catching up 
to Kay and talking with her, but now she wanted to 
see where Kay was going. Intuition told her it had 
something to do with the emeralds. 

Kay paused at last outside a brownstone building, 
home of Modern Miss Magazine, and glanced at her 
watch. She waited beside the door while Beverly 
watched from across the street. 

Perhaps she had been mistaken in her idea, Beverly 
thought at last. Kay might have a strictly personal ap- 
pointment which had nothing whatever to do with 
the jewels. At any rate, while Kay waited idly Beverly 
would have a good opportunity to talk with her. 

Beverly started across the street just as a slender fig- 
ure appeared from the building and spoke to Kay. 
Beverly paused in surprise. What business could Kay 
possibly have with Lois Mason? Kay had met Lois 
through Beverly, but they had never been particularly 
friendly. 

Lois and Kay entered the corner drugstore and Bev- 
erly debated whether or not to follow them. Spying 
upon a rival reporter who would do the same thing to 
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her was one thing, but spying upon her good friend 
was another. Beverly turned away and went back to 
the Tribune office. 

“You're just in time to go home with me,” Lenora 
said. “Did you talk to Kay?” 

“N-no, I didn’t,” Beverly said slowly. “Lenora, has 
Lois ever been friendly with Kay?” 

“J don’t think she’s ever said a dozen words to the 
girl,’ Lenora replied. 

Beverly was silent, but she wondered more than ever 
about the meeting this afternoon. 

“Let’s take some chow mein home for dinner,” 
Lenora proposed. “Lois loves it and so does Shirley.” 

Beverly and Lenora were the first to reach the apart- 
ment and they immediately began preparations for 
dinner. Shirley arrived next with an armload of 
packages. 

“Spring shopping,” she announced with a flourish. 
“The shops are loaded with new things. I could spend 
hours in them.” 

“Also a fortune,” Lenora commented. “Dinner will 
be ready the moment Lois arrives.” 

The door opened at that minute and Lois entered. 
She dropped her portfolio and hat wearily on the sofa. 

“Dinner is all ready,” Lenora announced. 

“T don’t want any dinner,” Lois answered. 

“It’s your favorite—chow mein!” Lenora protested. 
“You must eat something after working all day.” 
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“Tm not hungry!” Lois returned almost angrily. 

The dark-haired girl went into the bedroom and 
closed the door behind her. 

“She must be sick,” Lenora said in a worried whisper. 
“T’ve never known Lois to refuse to eat!” 

Beverly went to the bedroom door and stepped in- 
side. In the fast growing darkness she could see Lois’s 
silhouette at the window. 

“What’s wrong, Lois?” 

“Nothing,” Lois said shortly without turning around. 

“Don’t you feel well?” Beverly pursued. “Is there 
anything we can do?” 

“Please have your dinner and just let me alone,” Lois 
replied. 

Rebuffed, Beverly went out to the other girls in the 
kitchen. 

“Lois wants to be alone,” she reported. 

“She is probably catching something,” Lenora de- 
clared. “Shall we dine, ladies?” 

The girls planned to spend a quiet evening. Shirley 
was modeling her new spring clothes for them when 
the telephone rang. 

Beverly picked it up. 

“Hello.” 

“Hello,” a masculine voice said. “May I speak to Miss 
Beverly Gray?” 

“This is she,” Beverly answered. She did not recog- 


nize the voice at all. 
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“I want to talk to you about something you found in 
your car,” the voice said. “Please bring them and meet 
me at Columbus Circle in a half hour.” 

The line went dead and Beverly slowly placed the 
telephone in its cradle. Her thoughts flew immediately 
to the emeralds and the strange young man. He must 
have decided he wanted the jewels back at last. 

“T have to go out for a while,” Beverly announced to 
the girls. 

“At this hour?” Shirley was surprised. 

“Tm not going very far,” Beverly said. 

“Do you want me to go with you?” Lenora offered. 

“No, thanks,” Beverly responded. “I don’t expect to 
be gone long.” 

Beverly got the small package containing the emer- 
alds, thrust it into her coat pocket, and went out. 

The sky was cloudy and the wind foretold of rain to 
come. Beverly walked swiftly, busy with her thoughts. 
Why had he asked her to meet him now? Why hadn’t 
he met her as before—without any preliminary tele- 
phone call ? Maybe she was being overly suspicious, but 
she felt there was something strange about this meeting. 

She reached Columbus Circle and strolled along 
slowly. She was glad the rendezvous was in such a 
crowded spot. She wouldn’t have come otherwise. She 
wondered exactly when and where he would speak 
to her. 

There were a number of cars going past and she 
watched them speculatively. Would he suddenly step 
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out of a car and confront her? Why had he delayed 
asking for his emeralds all this time? 

A glance at her watch told Beverly a half hour had 
elapsed since the telephone call. She was on time and 
hoped he would be. He had not specified any exact spot 
at which she was to wait, so Beverly kept strolling 
slowly, watching the passers-by. 

A man fell into step beside her and they continued 
walking. She knew at once it was not the same young 
man. This man was hatless, blond, and heavy set. 

“Did you bring them with you?” he asked at once. 

“Who are you?” she countered. “I never saw you 
before.” 

“My friend asked me to meet you,” he continued. 
“He couldn’t come.” 

Beverly was silent—waiting for his next move. Traf- 
fic continued to flow past them and they strolled along 
slowly. Her intuition told her to beware—that there 
was something wrong here. This man was too glib. 
How could she risk giving him the emeralds? It would 
be better to keep them herself. 

Beverly glanced swiftly at the man beside her. He 
was looking up at the gathering rain clouds. 

“Why did you ask me to meet you here?” Beverly 
demanded. 

“T told you,” the man replied. “My friend couldn't 
come, but he is anxious to have his emeralds returned.” 

“T’ll give them to him and no one else,” Beverly said 


firmly. 
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“I was afraid of that,” he nodded. “By the way, did 
he tell you where he got them?” 

“If you are his friend he must have told you,” Bev- 
erly replied. 

The man grinned cheerfully. 

“You are a cautious young lady, aren’t you? Perhaps 
you will tell me what he said about Frank Stanton.” 

Every word the man spoke, every question he asked, 
made Beverly more suspicious. It was as though he had 
come to her seeking information about the young man 
who claimed to be James Stanton. She did not believe 
the two men were friends. She did not believe they 
even knew each other. This was a hoax, and she was 
becoming angry. 

“You are wasting my time,” Beverly told him coldly. 
“IT would suggest you ask these questions of your— 
friend.” 

She left him standing alone, staring after her in sur- 
prise. She walked swiftly and disappeared around a 
corner. Once she was out of his sight, she stopped and 
slowly retraced her steps until she could watch him 
secretly. She saw him walk to the curb and wait. In a 
moment a car stopped and he got in. Sight of the car 
and the girl driving it added fuel to Beverly’s anger. 
Kay Merrill was the instigator of this meeting. She 
must want information about the emeralds and Frank 
Stanton very, very much! 


CHAPTER. V 


The Mystery Woman 


Tue hands of the big clock moved slowly toward two 
o'clock. Beverly and Clayton Coombs shifted their 
positions again to be more comfortable while they 
waited. The hour appointed for the reading of Frank 
Stanton’s will had come and gone. Beverly was the 
only one who had appeared. 

“Well, Miss Gray,” Mr. Coombs sighed at last, “we 
have waited more than an hour. I do not believe there 
is any reason to wait longer. I could not notify the girl 
who claims to be Frank Stanton’s niece, because I do 
not know where she is. The young man must have 
been detained or decided not to come.” 

The lawyer drew a folded piece of paper from his 
desk drawer and read it aloud to Beverly. 

“As you can see, the will clearly and simply states 
that James Stanton, only nephew of Frank Stanton, is 
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to receive the entire estate—which includes the house 
and everything in it. Since there is some confusion 
about the identity of the true heir, I will keep posses- 
sion of the keys to the house until it is all settled.” 

Beverly nodded. “Jim will come and talk with you as 
soon as he returns to the city.” 

“Very good,” the lawyer agreed, “but in all fairness, 
and: to satisfy myself, I must hear the other young 
man’s claim also. Then the law can decide who is the 
true heir.” 

“T don’t see how the stranger is going to prove he is 
someone he isn’t without fraud,” Beverly said. “If he is 
so anxious to have the estate, why didn’t he come this 
afternoon? What is he waiting for?” 

“He must have been detained,” Mr. Coombs said 
slowly. “He assured me he would be here.” 

“If there is nothing further, I will be on my way.” 
Beverly rose. “I was anxious to meet the other James 
Stanton and hear what he had to say.” 

“T will go ahead with funeral arrangements in ac- 
cordance with the instructions contained in the will,” 
the lawyer added as he bade her good-bye. “It should 
take place Friday.” 

Beverly went out into the afternoon sunshine and got 
into her car. She did not notice the young man loung- 
ing in a doorway across the street who, after she had 
driven off, hurried up to Coombs’ office. 
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Beverly thought about Frank Stanton and his sim- 
ple will all the way to the office. Everything he had 
possessed was now Jim’s—or would be when he proved 
his identity. There didn’t seem to be much to inherit. 
Why should anyone else try to usurp it? 

Beverly was backing her car into a parking space 
when she heard her name called. 

A young man darted through the traffic toward her. 

“Hi, proxy!” 

“Jim!” she exclaimed. “You're back early.” 

“Yes, I didn’t expect to make it until tomorrow 
morning,” he agreed. “What about the will? Did you 
hear it?” 

“You get everything,” she answered, “as soon as you 
prove to Mr. Coombs’ satisfaction that you are Frank 
Stanton’s nephew.” 

“Let’s go to his office now,” Jim proposed. “I’ve got 
some pictures of my uncle and me together and a letter 
I received from him while he was in Egypt.” 

“The other man had pictures too,” Beverly told him, 
“but your letter might help. Get in.” 

“How is Lois?” Jim asked as they drove. 

“She stayed home from the office this morning be- 
cause she had a bad headache,” Beverly answered. “I’m 
sure she'll be all right soon—especially when she 
knows you are back.” 

Jim grinned. “We have a lot to talk about.” 
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When they arrived at the lawyer’s office they found 
the door locked. Mr. Combs was out and there was no 
indication of when he would return. 

“T’ll see him later,” Jim said. “How about driving out 
to my uncle’s house? I’d like to see the mansion.” 

Beverly chuckled. “Mansion? It looks more like a 
place getting ready to be haunted.” 

“As bad as that?” he asked. 

“Perhaps not quite that bad,” she relented, “but it 
certainly isn’t enough to rouse envy on the part of any- 
one else.” 

“And yet it apparently has,” Jim frowned. “It must 
have unseen possibilities. Maybe it is sitting on an oil 
well.” 

“Tll help you look,” she laughed. 

As they approached the shabby house they were sur- 
prised to see a long, low, shiny black limousine, with a 
chauffeur behind the wheel, parked at the entrance to 
the drive. 

“Does that go with it?” Jim grinned. 

“If it does, Mr. Coombs forgot to mention it,” 
Beverly laughed. 

They parked close to the limousine, and the chauf- 
feur returned their glances with equal curiosity. As he 
turned to watch them walk up the drive he leaned 
against the horn button and it blared forth so suddenly 
that Beverly jumped. 

As Beverly and Jim neared the house they met a 


The Mystery Woman 39 


woman coming toward them. She was slender and 
beautiful, with carefully waved blonde hair, and a 
heavy pearl clip pinned on her black crepe dress. 

Beverly and Jim eyed her curiously as they neared, 
and she stopped and smiled. 

“T came to see Mr. Stanton, but there doesn’t seem to 
be anyone at the house.” 

“Were you a friend of Mr. Stanton’s?” Jim asked. 

The woman looked puzzled. 

“Yes, a very good friend. Why do you ask?” 

Jim introduced himself and Beverly and explained 
that his uncle had died suddenly. 

The woman seemed shocked but rapidly recovered 
her poise. 

“So you are the nephew about whom he spoke so 
often,” she smiled. “I am Mrs. Marsden. I met your 
uncle on shipboard returning from Egypt,” she ex- 
plained. “He was a charming man.” 

Beverly suddenly remembered the gossip Lenora had 
repeated about Frank Stanton and the woman on the 
ship with whom it appeared he was “contemplating 
matrimony.” Was this the woman? 

“Will you give me your telephone number?” Mrs. 
Marsden was saying when Beverly brought her 
thoughts back to the present. “I would like to talk to 
you further about your uncle.” 

Jim gave her one of his business cards, and with a 
smile she left. 
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They watched her walk down the driveway and 
enter the car. She waved a slim white hand as the car 
disappeared down the road. 

“My uncle had some interesting friends,” Jim 
grinned at Beverly. “I wonder if it was a shipboard 
romance?” 

“That is the rumor,” Beverly nodded and told him 
what Lenora had heard. “Do you want to look at the 
house P” 

Jim nodded, and they went up the drive to stand be- 
fore the shabby house which was his inheritance. They 
walked knee deep through grass and weeds to view 
the building on all sides. Then they came to stand on 
the front porch. 

“Tt is certainly in a sad state,” Jim shook his head. “I 
can’t imagine why anyone would want to take it away 
from me.” 

He approached the front door and peered through 
the dusty pane of glass. He put his hand on the door- 
knob and to his surprise the door swung inward. 

“Hello in there!” Jim called from the threshold. 

There was no answer to his salute and he looked in- 
quiringly at Beverly. 

“Tt is going to be your house,” she smiled. 

“If Mr. Coombs wasn’t going to give the key to any- 
one, why is the door unlocked?” Jim wanted to know. 

“Let’s find out,” Beverly proposed. “There might be 
someone inside after all.” 


The Mystery Woman 4I 


Slowly they entered the darkened hall, crossed the 
carpeted floor and peered into what had been the sit- 
ting room. They went from room to room on the first 
floor without seeing anyone, but there was mute evi- 
dence that someone had been there ahead of them. 

The rooms were furnished with dark, heavy, old- 
fashioned furniture. The electrical fixtures were from 
another era, as were the fancy draperies and worn rugs. 
The portraits on the walls were of unknown, sober- 
faced men and women whose visages peered unsmil- 
ingly from heavy gold frames. 

“Why would anyone want this junk?” Jim de- 
manded. 

Beverly shook her head. Apparently the furnishings 
had little value, but in each room the closet door stood 
ajar and drawers were pulled out with contents scat- 
tered. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” Jim proposed. 

They returned to the hall and mounted the wide, 
circular staircase. The air in the house was musty and 
stale from its long abandonment. On the second floor 
they found the rooms in the same condition as those 
on the first; that is, all but two. The master bedroom, 
in which the bed had not been made, and one other 
bedroom both apparently had escaped the searcher. 

“Uncle Frank certainly was not a neat housekeeper,” 
Jim declared. “This place is a mess!” 

“Whoever it was who searched the place must have 
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been frightened away before he completed his work,” 
Beverly commented. “Suppose we try to find what 
they were looking for.” 

“Where shall we begin?” Jim sighed. “We haven’t 
the vaguest idea what it is we are looking for.” 

“Perhaps the other person hadn’t either,” Beverly 
said. “Let’s start with the master bedroom.” 

They went through the closet, which revealed noth- 
ing but clothing, cast-off shoes, and old letters stored 
in hat boxes. 

Jim started next on the large chest of drawers, and 
Beverly went to the bureau. The drawers were untidy 
and the contents mixed. She found socks, ties, hand- 
kerchiefs, and belts crammed together in one drawer. 
In another she found a neat row of shirts under which 
had been flung a half-worn pair of shoes. 

“Uncle Frank was certainly a poor example of bach- 
elorhood,” Jim grinned. “If Lois saw this mess she 
might be afraid the untidiness ran in the family and 
abandon me before our engagement is announced.” 

“I was thinking the same thing about Larry,” Bev- 
erly laughed. 

They continued their search through the drawers 
without reward. 

“There doesn’t seem to be anything of great value 
here,” Jim frowned. “Gold cuff links, a broken watch, 
his collection of old coins—nothing important enough 
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to attract a thief. Who was after what, do you sup- 
pose?” 

“I don’t know what the intruder was after,” Beverly 
replied, “but I have been wondering if it could have 
been Mrs. Marsden.” 

“She was at the house,” Jim nodded. “The chauffeur 
might have been acting as a lookout.” 

“And when he saw us start up the driveway he ‘ac- 
cidentally’ blew the horn—” 

“To warn her that someone was coming,” Jim fin- 
ished. “I wonder? She doesn’t seem like the type who 
would stoop to housebreaking.” 

“With an important incentive who can foretell what 
anyone will do?” Beverly commented. “On my list she 
is suspect number two. Let’s look at the other room and 
then go back to town. Now that more mystery is de- 
veloping I have something I want to check into.” 

The second bedroom which they searched must 
rarely have been used, because the closet was empty, as 
were most of the drawers in the old-fashioned bureau. 

“Nothing here,” Beverly said, dusting her hands. 
Srete oo. 

“Very well,” Jim agreed with a sigh. 

He followed her into the hall and they slowly de- 
scended the stairs, dissatisfied and wondering if they 
had somehow overlooked something important. 

“The house was supposed to be locked when Mrs. 
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Marsden got here,” Jim commented as they were leav- 
ing. “She must have found a window with a broken 
lock and climbed through and opened the door from 
the inside. I'll make sure the door is locked again 
after us.” 


CHAPTER VI 


The Search Begins 


“ARE you sure you don’t want to come in and see Lois 
now?” Beverly asked, stopping the car before the girls’ 
apartment. 

“No,” Jim said. “Since she stayed home because she 
didn’t feel well, Til call her tonight. Let her rest now.” 

“Tl only be a moment,” Beverly said. “I just want to 
get something.” 

Beverly ran up to the girls’ apartment. It was quiet, 
and the bedroom door was closed. She tiptoed in as 
silently as possible, got the emeralds from her drawer, 
and left again without disturbing the slumbering Lois. 

Beverly returned to the car and slid behind the 
wheel, totally oblivious of the face at the window of the 
girls’ apartment which watched her and Jim drive 
away. 

“You can let me out near Times Square,” Jim di- 
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rected. “I’ll come and see or telephone Lois after I’ve 
unpacked.” 

When Beverly reached the Tribune office, Jane Reed, 
the girl at the reception and information desk, hailed 
her. 

“There was someone here asking about you.” 

“Oh?” Beverly said. Immediately she thought of 
Larry. “Was he tall, dark, and handsome?” 

“Nope, she was small, blonde, and very curious,” was 
the prompt reply. 

“Curious about what?” Beverly asked. 

“Curious about you,” Jane answered. “She wanted 
to know how long you had worked for the paper, if 
you knew Frank Stanton very well, where you were 
at the moment—she was full of questions.” 

“What did she look like?” 

“T told you,” Jane said patiently, “she was blonde, 
medium build, with gray eyes. She wore a dark blue 
suit, a white blouse—” 

“Did she tell you her name?” Beverly continued. 

“No, and I didn’t tell her anything either,” Jane 
said firmly. “I told her she would have to talk to you 
personally.” 

“Good!” Beverly exclaimed. “Where is Lenora?” 

“The boss sent her out to the airport to snap some 
visiting dignitaries on their way to Washington.” 

Beverly went in to her desk thinking about the girl 
who had inquired about her. The description fitted the 
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girl they had met at the Stanton house—the one who 
claimed to be a niece. Why had she come here to ask 
about Beverly? First the bogus nephew had sought her 
and now the niece. 

“Tt’s about time you appeared at the office,” Charlie 
Blaine said behind her. “Where’ve you been? Oh, I 
know,” he raised a hand as she began to speak. “Lenora 
told me it was something to do with Frank Stanton, 
Well, I want you to drop that story, Beverly. I’ve an- 
other assignment for you.” 

“There is a story about Frank Stanton that I want to 
get,” Beverly protested. “I’m sure with a little more 
time and patience—” 

“Frank Stanton was an idle wanderer,” Blaine said 
bluntly. “We'll forget him. Now this other thing—” 

“Please,” Beverly interrupted. “Listen to what I’ve 
learned about him.” 

She proceeded to pour forth the tale of the past two 
days’ events before he could stop her. Interest began 
to awaken in his eyes, and when she mentioned that 
Katharine Merrill was also trying to find out what she, 
Beverly, knew, he was convinced. 

“Very well,” he said. “I'll give you two more days, 
Bev, and that’s all.” 

Two days to solve the mystery of Frank Stanton. 
Could it be done? The mystery was growing deeper 
every hour, and she did not know where to begin seek- 
ing the solution. It probably lay with the young man 
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who claimed to be James Stanton. If she could only 
find him and talk with him— 

How did one go about finding a nameless young 
man in a city the size of New York? She didn’t want 
to go to the police about him—at least not yet. She 
wanted to learn all she could about the Frank Stanton 
mystery and those involved without any interference. 
In that case she would have to find the young man 
herself, but how and where? What name was he using 
in everyday life? Where did he live? Did he have a 
car? Did he work in New York? The questions piled 
up one upon the other in growing confusion. It seemed 
an impossible task to find answers to them all. 

With an inward smile she recalled a placard she had 
seen recently in a store: The difficult we do right away. 
The impossible takes a little longer. 

The impossible task she had set herself threatened to 
take time too—time she did not have to give it. 

If Mr. Coombs had been able to give her the young 
man’s address it would have simplified matters a great 
deal. 

She thoughtfully considered the two times she had 
seen the young man. The first time he had walked up 
to her outside the Tribune building. The second time 
he had walked up the drive to the Frank Stanton 
house. The thing which seemed strange to her was that 
both times he had walked. Here in the city it was not 
unusual, but out in the country, far from any train or 
bus line— Where had he come from? He had not 
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seemed tired or dusty, so he could not have walked far. 
Did he live close to the Stanton house? 

Beverly decided that was a possibility worth looking 
into. She left the office and drove to Long Island in 
her car. She toured the section around the Stanton 
place, asking questions about the young man at the 
two nearest houses. She learned nothing. No one knew 
him. It seemed her hunch had been wrong. She had 
wasted hours in futile searching. 

Hunger was adding to her weariness. She had had 
only a scant lunch so she decided to stop at a roadside 
diner near the Stanton house for a sandwich. 

It was between the lunch and dinner hours and 
there was only one other customer in the blue and 
white, chromium-trimmed place. Two waitresses be- 
hind the counter were deep in conversation as Beverly 
slid onto a stool and picked up a menu. 

“—and he asked all sorts of questions,” one girl was 
saying with a laugh. “It was as though he might really 
be living in the house himself someday.” 

“He certainly was curious about old Mr. Stanton,” 
the second girl agreed. 

Beverly’s heart leaped as she overheard the girls’ 
conversation. The young man she sought could well be 
the same one who had asked so many questions about 
Frank Stanton. 

“What will you have, miss?” the taller of the two 
waitresses asked as she approached Beverly. 

Beverly ordered a sandwich, and when the girl 
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brought it Beverly asked about the young man. 

“T couldn’t help overhearing what you said,” she 
added after she had described the man she was seeking. 
“Does he come in here often?” 

“He has been in every day this week,” the girl re- 
plied. “He usually comes before the dinner business 
starts.” 

“Did he ever say whether or not he lived near here?” 
Beverly asked. 

“No, he never said. Are you a friend of his?” the 
waitress asked curiously. 

“In a way,” Beverly smiled. “I have something which 
belongs to him and which I want to return. What time 
does he usually come in?” 

The waitress glanced at the clock. 

“Tt is almost time for him now.” 

“Tl wait for him,” Beverly decided. 

The waitress moved away to wait upon another cus- 
tomer, and Beverly dawdled over her sandwich, watch- 
ing the hand on the clock go around slowly. 

The fact that the young man could walk to the 
Stanton house and that he ate here every day seemed 
to prove her theory that he must live close by. Still, if 
he did not appear here today, how would she find 
him? 

Beverly had finished her sandwich and she began to 
despair of his coming. Even the waitress glanced at the 
clock and shook her head at Beverly. 


The Search Begins 51 


The telephone in the diner had a card hanging on it 
which said: Out of Order, so Beverly went across the 
highway to the service station to call Lenora at the 
office. She wanted her friend to try again to contact 
Mr. Coombs while Beverly was on her way back to 
town. Beverly was anxious to know if he had heard 
from either the young man or the girl who had claimed 
to be a niece. 

“Tl try,’ Lenora agreed, “but there is only a short 
time left before he would normally close the office for 
the day. Pll meet you at the apartment for dinner.” 

Beverly agreed and hung up. She went back across 
the highway to where her car was parked in front of 
the diner. She looked inside once more, and this time 
she felt a leap of excitement. The young man she was 
searching for was on a stool at the counter. 

Beverly entered at once and mounted the stool next 
to his. 

“Remember me?” she asked. 

“Of course I remember you,” he retorted. 

“You left something with me—” 

“Not intentionally,” he said quickly, “and Ill come 
for them as soon as I can. I feel you can be trusted to 
keep them for me.” 

“Are you afraid to keep them yourself?” Beverly 
wanted to know. “Why did you leave them in my 
car?” 

“They accidentally slipped out of my pocket that 
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night,” he returned, answering her last question first. 
“Then when I read in the Sua that you were holding 
them—” 

“That is the motto of the Swn—first with all the 
news!” a cheerful voice declared behind them. 

“Kay!” Beverly exclaimed. “What are you doing 
here?” 

“T drove out this way to see what the Stanton house 
looked like,” Kay explained. “Passing the diner, I saw 
your car and decided to stop and have a chat. I’m glad 
now that I did,” she declared, eyeing the young man 
on the stool beside Beverly. 

He looked from one girl to the other, a puzzled ex- 
pression on his face. 

“Allow me to introduce you,” Beverly said to him. 
“This is Miss Katharine Merrill, the young lady who 
tried to get your emeralds away from me by sending 
one of her confederates—” 

“He is not a confederate,” Kay said swiftly, with a 
grin. “Poor Charles didn’t want to have any part of it, 
but I thought I might learn something if he talked to 
you.” 

“Are you a reporter?” the young man asked. 

“For the Sun,” Kay nodded cheerily. 

“I suppose you were the little bird who told the gos- 
sip columnist to put the item about the emeralds in his 
column,” Beverly said. 

“That’s right. I was in the booth next to you when 
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you told Larry about finding them. Did you give them 
back to—’ Kay quickly looked around. “Where did 
he go?” 

Beverly, too, whirled about to discover that, while the 
two girls had been talking, the young man had slipped 
away and disappeared. 


CHAPTER VII 


A Surprise 


“Hr’s gone!” Beverly exclaimed unhappily. 

“Do you expect to meet him here again tomorrow ?” 
Kay asked interestedly. “I don’t suppose you would tell 
me where he lives—or even his name?” 

“No, I won't,” Beverly said. She didn’t add that she 
couldn’t do so even if she wanted to. 

The two reporters separated without another word. 
Beverly left the parking lot first and turned toward the 
city. It was dark now. It had been a long afternoon, but 
she still wasn’t ready to go home. 

When she reached town Beverly drove to the in- 
terior decorating shop where one of her old college 
friends, Kathleen Ryan, worked. Kathleen’s employer, 
Mr. Gerard, whom Beverly had met on several occa- 
sions, was a friendly but shrewd businessman. He han- 
dled many rare objects of art, including jewelry. Bev- 
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erly was sure he could accurately estimate the worth of 
the emeralds. 

The shop was still lighted, and Kathleen was busy 
with closing chores. She directed Beverly to the office 
in the rear of the building where the young reporter 
found the owner closing his desk. 

“Ah, Miss Gray, come in! What can I do for you? 
Are you in the market for something beautiful for 
your future home?” 

“Not this time,” Beverly answered. “I came to ask 
your opinion about something.” 

“T shall be happy to help you if I can,” he assured her 
promptly. 

Beverly drew forth the small package containing the 
emeralds and held the stones out to him. 

“T would like to have your opinion as to the worth 
of these,” she said. 

Mr. Gerard brought forth a jeweler’s glass and fitted 
it carefully to his eye. Then he turned on his bright 
desk light and minutely examined the stones. It did 
not take him very long. He looked up with a smile. 

“Ts this a joke, Miss Gray?” 

“No, indeed,” Beverly replied. “It is very serious. 
What do you think they are worth?” 

“In my opinion they are worth about two dollars,” 
he answered, handing the stones back to her. “Perhaps 
you could get five dollars—but hardly more than that.” 

“But—but—” Beverly was amazed. 
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“They are nothing but paste,” he said gently. “They 
are cleverly fashioned, but still of no intrinsic value. I 
hope it isn’t a big disappointment to you.” 

“Not a disappointment exactly, but a surprise,” Bev- 
erly said, rising. “Thank you very much, Mr. Gerard.” 

“You are welcome, Miss Gray. I’m happy to be of 
service any time.” 

‘He watched her leave with curiosity in his eyes. 
Then he shrugged and turned back to his desk. 

Beverly spoke briefly to Kathleen and then went out 
to her car. 

Fakes! She had been worrying about having such 
valuable stones in her possession and they were only 
imitations! She felt confused and, in a way, disap- 
pointed. She had attached a lot of significance to them. 
She had been considering them as important in the 
stranger’s claim to the Frank Stanton estate, but in the 
light of this new discovery it couldn’t be so. She had 
even been thinking of the emeralds when she prom- 
ised Charlie Blaine a scoop for the newspaper. It 
seemed she was wrong all around. 

It was dark by the time she parked her car and 
mounted the steps to Mrs. Callahan’s apartment house. 
There were lights in the girls’ apartment and she 
suspected Shirley and Lenora were preparing dinner. 

As she opened the door to the building she thought 
it odd that the hall was dark. Mrs. Callahan always had 
a bright light burning to illumine the stairs. 
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The door was pushed suddenly from her grasp, and 
as it went shut behind her Beverly swung about. 

The gray hat pulled low over his face and the tweed 
topcoat were familiar now. He moved from the shadow 
behind the door to stand beside her in the fading light. 

“IT was wondering when you would appear again,” 
she said, “but I didn’t expect you so soon. How did you 
know where I live?” 

“T've known for some time,” he said. “I followed 
you home the other evening.” 

“I don’t like being followed,” she said, frowning. 
“Why didn’t you speak to me then?” 

“T noticed a big, burly fellow watching me,” he an- 
swered. “He is the same one | saw the night I was in 
your car. There is a girl, too, sometimes—” 

“You're a popular fellow,” Beverly smiled. “Aren’t 
they watching you tonight?” 

“T think I slipped away,” he replied. “You can give 
me now what belongs to me and I'll be on my way. I 
won’t bother you any more.” 

“You didn’t seem to care where they were all this 
time,” she commented. 

“T didn’t dare come near you before,” he said. “Please 
—I’m in a hurry. I don’t have time to answer a lot of 
questions.” 

“I’m going to ask some just the same,” Beverly de- 
clared. “Why weren’t you present at the reading of 
Frank Stanton’s will?” 
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“T explained to Mr. Coombs,” he said in a low voice. 
“What have you done with them?” 

“Why did you pretend not to know me at the Stan- 
ton house?” Beverly countered. 

“I was afraid you would mention the emeralds and 
{ didn’t want that girl to know about them. Now, will 
you please give them to me?” he demanded. 

Could it be that he didn’t know they were only 
paste? 

“Where did you get them?” Beverly asked. 

“That’s my business,” he retorted. “They're mine 
and I want them.” 

“T believe there are some other people interested in 
them, too.” 

“Too many people!” he exclaimed. “What do you 
know about them? Who are they? Why are they 
following me?” 

“They must want the jewels, too,” Beverly hazarded 
a guess. 

“I suspected that,” he retorted. “But how did they 
learn about them—unless the niece—” 

“Frank Stanton had no niece,” Beverly said bluntly. 
“That girl is a fraud—just as you are.” 

“Mr. Coombs doesn’t think I am a fraud,” he 
grinned. “Give me the emeralds—quickly!” 

“They are upstairs,” Beverly lied, hoping he wouldn’t 
seize her handbag and search it. “You'll have to wait 
until I get them.” 


A Surprise 59 

“Hurry!” He motioned her toward the stairs. “I 
haven’t much time.” 

Beverly mounted the stairs slowly, frantically trying 
to decide what to do. From what he had said she gath- 
ered the emeralds had once belonged to Frank Stanton. 
If she calmly handed them over to him now he would 
disappear and the mystery would never be solved. Be- 
sides, he believed they were genuine. What would hap- 
pen when he discovered they were not? 

Beverly paused at the second floor, reluctant to go 
any farther. At that moment she heard the front door 
open and close and then the patter of running feet 
outside. 

She dashed down the stairs and flung open the door. 
The young man was racing off down the street, and 
in pursuit moved a slim, black shadow. 


CHAPTER VIII 


The Chase 


As Bevery stood in the doorway, she immediately 
recognized the girl in pursuit as the one who had 
claimed to be Frank Stanton’s niece. The young man 
must have looked out the door and saw her watching 
the house. He had fled in panic—not even waiting for 
his emeralds. Perhaps he felt they would be safer with 
Beverly than in his possession since his pursuer was so 
close. 

Impulsively Beverly decided to join the chase. Per- 
haps she could learn where the young man lived, or 
why the strange girl was following him. 

Beverly left the house and tried to make herself as 
inconspicuous as possible as she hurried to catch up 
with the girl following the false James Stanton. 

The young man headed for Fifth Avenue, evidently 


hoping to lose his pursuer in the crowd, but it was later 
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than he realized and the homeward bound rush was 
over. There were fewer pedestrians during the dinner 
hour and it wasn’t difficult to keep him in sight. 

As he fled, the man kept glancing back over his 
shoulder. The girl clung tenaciously to his trail and 
Beverly followed persistently. 

Suddenly the young man darted into Central Park. 
He fled down a path with the girls close behind. As 
long as there were arc lights they could keep him in 
sight, but much of the time he was lost in shadows 
beneath the low-hanging tree branches. 

The chase led past the zoo toward the lake. Suddenly 
the young man left the path and darted off among the 
trees. Here it was practically impossible to keep him 
in sight. 

Beverly realized further pursuit here was useless. 
She stopped to get her breath and then returned more 
slowly to the path. As she reached the turn in the path 
a figure stepped in front of her. It was the strange girl 
who had been the pursuer. 

“Will you please explain why you were following 
me?” she demanded without preliminary. 

“Aren’t you afraid he will get away?” Beverly 
asked. 

“He already has,” the girl retorted. “Why were you 
following me?” 

“Why were you following him?” Beverly countered. 

The girl regarded her in thoughtful silence. 
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“Yesterday you said you were Frank Stanton’s 
niece,” Beverly continued. “I happen to know he had 
no niece.” 

“So?” the girl murmured. 

“So I think I will go to the police and tell them about 
the two false claimants to the Frank Stanton estate,” 
Beverly replied. “You could both stand investigat- 
ing.” 

“You mean he isn’t a nephew, either ?” the girl asked. 
“T truly thought he was.” 

“What did you expect to learn by following him?” 
Beverly wanted to know again. “Were you hoping to 
take the inheritance away from him?” 

The girl looked around and motioned to a bench. 

“Let’s sit down. It’s a long story. My name is Julia 
Peters, and I am a private investigator.” 

“A detective!” Beverly could not keep the amaze- 
ment out of her voice. 

The girl smiled and showed Beverly her identifica- 
tion. 

“There are a lot of female investigators. I was em- 
ployed to follow and report on the actions of James 
Stanton, the nephew.” 

“May I ask who employed you?” Beverly inquired. 

“Why don’t we trade stories?” Julia Peters asked. 
“Tll tell you mine if you will tell me exactly why you 
are so interested. It must be more than just routine 
newspaper inquiries.” 
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“Fair enough,” Beverly agreed. “Who employed you 
to follow him?” 

“A woman—Mrs. Marsden. The night Frank Stan- 
ton died she sent for me and told me she wanted to 
know every move his nephew made. She said she felt 
there was something strange about him.” 

“Did she identify the young man you have been fol- 
lowing as Frank Stanton’s nephew?” 

“She told me James Stanton was living in the Sea- 
man’s Hotel downtown. I started following him from 
there. At the house I heard him say he definitely was 
James Stanton, the heir. I thought I might be able to 
become more friendly with him if he thought I was 
another heir.” 

“He was too afraid of you because you were follow- 
ing him,” Beverly commented. “What do you know 
about Mrs. Marsden?” 

“Not much,” Julia replied. “She is a charming per- 
son and has an expensive apartment in the Charlton 
Arms. She said she was a very good friend of Frank 
Stanton.” 

“She met him on board ship returning from Egypt,” 
Beverly supplied. 

“Tell me your story now,” the girl detective sug- 
gested. “How much do you know about the two of 
them?” 

Beverly started from the very beginning, when the 
young man had first approached her outside the 
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Tribune office. She told everything up to this evening 
when he had again appeared and demanded the fake 
emeralds. 

“He doesn’t suspect that you are a detective,” Bev- 
erly frowned. “I believe he thinks you are only after 
his jewels.” 

“If they are fakes, why should anyone want them?” 
Julia Peters wondered. 

“Why should anyone want an estate containing so 
little?” Beverly added. “Besides, I don’t believe he real- 
izes the stones are imitations.” 

“Where do you suppose he got them?” 

“T have a hunch they belong to the estate,” Beverly 
said frankly. “Perhaps Mrs. Marsden is after them, 
too.” 

“She said nothing to me about any jewels, but it is 
possible,” Julia agreed. “Do you have any interest in 
the affair besides seeing that your friend, the real James 
Stanton, gets his inheritance?” 

“T want a scoop for my paper,” Beverly smiled. 

“And before it is over I might have a scoop for the 
police,” Julia added. “Why don’t we work together? 
Between us we might get to the bottom of things more 
quickly than each working alone.” 

“All right. Since the young man is so afraid of you, 
and even though he doesn’t like reporters, I’ll concen- 
trate on him,” Beverly proposed. 

“Tl study Mrs. Marsden,” Julia agreed. “I’m begin- 
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ning to believe she is not the sweet person she pretends 
to be. I wonder if she was really the one who searched 
the house—and how did she get in?” 

“Tt would have been simple for anyone to climb from 
the porch into the sitting room,” Beverly said, “and 
leave via the door.” 

Julia stood up. 

“Tll telephone you tomorrow. We can meet and 
compare notes on what we find.” 

Beverly watched the girl disappear down the path. 
It was strange how things were working out. Who 
would have guessed she was a detective? 

There was a noise behind Beverly as if someone were 
cautiously retreating and had inadvertently stepped on 
a dry twig. Beverly heard the twig snap and pebbles 
scatter. Then came the sound of light, running foot- 
steps. Someone had been eavesdropping on her con- 
versation with Julia Peters! 

Beverly jumped up and started in pursuit. At times 
she caught sight of a slender, dark figure darting 
through the trees, but before she could catch up to it 
the unknown had disappeared. 

As she turned back, Beverly’s eye fell upon some- 
thing white on the ground. She picked it up and took 
it to where a street light glowed through the darkness. 

It was a snapshot which the fleeing figure must have 
dropped. Upon closer examination she recognized the 
figures in the picture as Frank Stanton and the false 
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James Stanton. They were standing close together at 
what she guessed was a boat rail, and both were smil- 
ing broadly into the camera. It had probably been 
taken on Frank Stanton’s return trip from Egypt. 

So the young man had been on the boat, too! That 
must have been where he learned Frank Stanton’s 
nephew would inherit his estate. The young man and 
Mrs. Marsden—both had been on the boat. It must 
have been a very interesting trip. She wondered if 
Frank Stanton had guessed that the two might have 
ulterior motives in their friendship. She was convinced 
they had. They were both after something—was it the 
emeralds? 

Beverly knew that although most of the choice 
emeralds today come from Colombia, ancient emeralds 
came from upper Egypt where evidences of beryl 
mines can still be found—and Frank Stanton had been 
in Egypt. Who could tell what he had stumbled upon 
in his wanderings about that old and mystic country? 
Perhaps he had found something valuable and made 
the mistake of talking about it on the boat. Sharp ears 
had picked up his words and unscrupulous minds had 
planned ways of getting his treasure. 

Beverly suddenly became aware that someone was 
moving stealthily beneath the trees behind her. The 
figure was half bent over as if looking for something 
on the ground. The snapshot! The unknown had re- 
turned for what was lost. 


The Chase 67 


On tiptoe Beverly approached and hid behind a 
huge, gnarled old tree. She waited as the figure came 
nearer and nearer. Suddenly she stepped out and con- 
fronted the person. 

“Did you lose something?” 

The girl jumped back and recovered her composure 
with a grin. 

“Fancy meeting me here,” she said with a chuckle. 

“Kay Merrill!” Beverly exclaimed. “You were the 
eavesdropper.” 

“And a very interesting conversation it was, too— 
what I heard of it,” admitted the reporter for the Sun. 
“T only wish I had gotten there for the beginning.” 

“How did you happen to be here for any of it?” 
Beverly demanded. “Have you been following me?” 

“After our chat at the diner I managed to pick up 
the young man’s trail. I followed him into town but 
lost him somewhere between Central Park and Fifty- 
eighth Street. I was trying to decide what to do when 
I saw your mad dash up Fifth Avenue,” Kay explained. 
“T decided to join the fun.” 

“What were you looking for just now?” Beverly 
continued. 

“Something the young man dropped and of which 
neither of you was aware. Please give it back to me.” 

“Finders keepers,” Beverly chuckled. “Were you go- 
ing to give it back to the young man?” 

Kay did not answer. 
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“Since I know both the men in the picture I think I 
shall keep it until the rightful owner claims it,” Bev- 
erly announced. 

“I found it first,” Kay protested. 

“You didn’t hold onto it and now I’ve got it,” Bev- 
erly said cheerfully. “Farewell! You can read all about 
it soon in the Tribune!” 

She left Kay staring after her furiously, and knew 
that now Kay would leave nothing undone to beat her 
to the Frank Stanton story. 

On her way home Beverly stopped at Smitty’s, the 
girls’ favorite restaurant, and had a belated dinner. As 
she ate she studied the snapshot. 

Mr. Coombs had said the young man he knew as 
James Stanton had showed him several pictures of 
himself with Frank Stanton. This might have been 
one of them. In the picture they appeared to be happy, 
carefree companions. Perhaps they had been—then. 

Beverly gradually became aware that someone was 
standing behind her, looking at the snapshot over her 
shoulder. She looked up into the friendly brown eyes 
of Police Inspector Travers. 

“Hi,” he said. “Picture of a new boy friend?” 

“No,” Beverly smiled. 

“May I sit down?” he asked, and sank into the chair 
opposite her before she could answer. 

Beverly watched him in silence as Smitty set a cup of 
coffee before him and he slowly added cream. She had 
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the feeling that this was not a purely social meet- 
ing. The inspector was a busy man, as she well knew 
from the many times she had contacted him on stories 
for the paper. He would not be sitting idle, making 
conversation with her, if there were not something he 
wanted to learn. 

“Do you usually eat such a late dinner, Miss Gray ?” 

“No,” she replied and waited. 

“Working on a story, eh?” 

Beverly laughed a little. 

“Look, Inspector, we’re friends, and I’ve nothing to 
hide from you. If there is something you want to know 
—ask me.” 

“T have heard that you made a valuable find lately 
but have done nothing to locate the owner,” he said 
bluntly. “Do you want to tell me about it?” 

Beverly opened her handbag and brought forth the 
emeralds. She laid them on the table and smiled at the 
inspector’s look of disbelief. 

“You are mighty careless with a fortune. Do you al- 
ways carry them around with you?” 

“They are only imitations,” she explained. “They’re 
made of paste, but they fooled me, too, in the begin- 
ning.” 

“What’s going on, Miss Gray? What kind of a story 
are you working on?” 

“First of all, have you ever heard of a private detec- 
tive named Julia Peters?” Beverly asked. 
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He nodded. “She is-a clever operator. Is she in this 
with you?” 

Beverly told him the story right from the beginning, 
finishing with: 

“I wish you wouldn’t take any action until I learn 
more.” 

“But this young fellow who claims to be the heir,” 
the inspector protested. “He is a fraud and as such—” 

“Please!” Beverly interrupted. “Don’t do anything 
until I learn why he is so anxious to be the heir.” 

“Just the same, I’m going to check his background— 
and also that of Mrs. Marsden. As long as Julia Peters 
is working with you Ill wait until you call me to step 
in,” he conceded. “Let me know how things are 
going.” 

“T will,” Beverly promised. 

The inspector left her and she felt glad that she had 
told him about everything. She might need him in a 
hurry. 

Beverly decided she was too tired to think clearly 
any more tonight. She paid for her dinner and put the 
snapshot into her handbag with the emeralds. 

The night air was cool and refreshing. It was only 
a short walk to the apartment and she was glad. It had 
been a long, busy, and confusing day. Perhaps she 
would be better at solving the puzzle of the snapshot 
and emeralds in the morning. 

Beverly opened the door to the apartment and the 
two girls in the living room stopped speaking. 
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“—she can have him!” Lois’s last words echoed in 
the ensuing silence before she went into the bedroom 
and slammed the door. 

Lenora studied the polish on her fingernails with 
sudden intensity. 

“Hi! What’s wrong with her?” Beverly asked, drop- 
ping to the sofa beside her blonde friend. “Was I mis- 
taken, or did she glare at me just now? Did I interrupt 
something between you two?” 

“You did and she did,” Lenora said shortly. 

“Isn’t she feeling any better?” Beverly asked. 

“Her cold and her headache are much better,” Le- 
nora answered. “It seems now to be more a matter of 
the heart.” 

“What do you mean?” Beverly was puzzled. 

“She’s very fond of Jim, Bev.” 

“That isn’t any secret,” Beverly smiled. “Has she 
said anything about getting married?” 

“The way she feels tonight there won’t be any wed- 
ding bells,” Lenora said with a short laugh. “Lois has 
been bitten by the green-eyed monster,” she added 
frankly. 

“Jealousy?” Beverly smiled. “Lois? I don’t believe 
it! Of whom is she jealous?” 

“She is jealous of Jim—and you,” was Lenora’s terse 


reply. 


CHAPTER IX 


The First Clue 


“JeaLous of me?” Beverly was aghast. “You must be 
joking!” 

“You said she glared at you,” Lenora pointed out. 

“We went through this once before, do you remem- 
ber?” Beverly said. “It was silly then and it is just as 
silly now. I am engaged to Larry.” 

“Maybe she thinks Larry should be jealous, too,” 
Lenora shrugged. 

“This is ridiculous!” Beverly attempted to laugh. 
“What has gotten into Lois? I’m going to have it out 
with her right now.” 

“Wait!” 

Lenora stopped her friend at the bedroom door. 

“Wait until she isn’t so angry. A lot of things might 
be said and you’d both be sorry later.” 


“T can’t let her go on thinking that way about Jim 
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and me,” Beverly replied. “I love Larry. Lois should 
know that after all this time.” 

“She heard you say on the telephone yesterday that 
you thought a lot of Jim,” Lenora pointed out. 

“T do,” Beverly declared. “He’s one of my oldest 
friends.” 

“Jim has been away for weeks, and the first one he 
goes to see when he returns is you,” Lenora continued. 

“It was about his inheritance,” Beverly said patiently. 
“Didn’t you tell her that?” 

“Furthermore,” Lenora went on relentlessly, “this 
afternoon he was right outside this apartment in your 
car but he didn’t bother to come up and see her. 
Wouldn’t you be hurt at that, too?” 

“Tt was only because I told him she didn’t feel well,” 
Beverly explained. “He said he would telephone and 
come and see her tonight. Did he?” 

“He telephoned,” Lenora nodded. “I answered. He 
made the mistake of asking for you first.” 

“Oh, no!” Beverly sighed. 

“Lois told him he needn’t bother to come over. She 
was quite definite about it—so he didn’t come.” 

“Tt is all so silly!” Beverly exclaimed. “What am I 
going to do?” 

“Things may be brighter in the morning,” Lenora 
replied. “Let’s go to bed.” 

When they entered the bedroom Beverly tiptoed to 
the side of Lois’s bed. The dark-haired girl was asleep 
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or pretending to be. Beverly was tempted to wake her 
and protest the jealous fears Lois held, but Lenora’s 
hand on her arm pulled her away. 

Beverly went to bed, but her sleep was restless and 
her dreams troubled. When she woke in the morn- 
ing Lois’s bed was empty. A glance at the clock told 
her it was late. Lenora and Shirley slumbered bliss- 
fully on. 

‘Beverly went into the kitchen and found Lois with 
her hat on, drinking a hasty glass of orange juice. 

“Lois—I want to talk to you,” Beverly said, not 
knowing exactly how to begin. 

“What about?” Lois’s voice was cool and distant. 

“About Jim,” Beverly replied. 

“['m not interested,” Lois said, drawing on her 
gloves. 

“T am trying to help him claim his inheritance,” Bev- 
erly said. “That is why we’ve been together so much.” 

“Are you going to make sure he gets everything that 
is his?” Lois asked. 

“Of course,” Beverly said, puzzled at Lois’s words. 
“What do you mean?” 

Lois made no reply. She shrugged and started for 
the door. 

“Lois, wait!” Beverly exclaimed. “What did Kay 
Merrill tell you the other day?” 

Lois whirled upon Beverly furiously. 

“Have you been spying on me?” she demanded, her 


The First Clue 75 


eyes blazing with anger. “I don’t have to explain to you 
what I talk about to other people.” 

“Kay asked about Jim’s inheritance and his uncle, 
didn’t she?” Beverly persisted. 

“Yes, and she also said you were very interested in 
both of them,” Lois retorted. “I only hope Jim will get 
all of his inheritance.” 

With that she went out and left Beverly staring after 
her. Was Lois inferring that she, Beverly, wanted part 
of Jim’s inheritance for herself? Had Kay told Lois 
about the emeralds and hinted that Beverly was keep- 
ing them for her own? 

Anger at such injustice welled up in Beverly and 
she determined to prove her innocence to Lois’s com- 
plete satisfaction. 

Beverly went back into the bedroom and called the 
other girls. 

“Tt’s time for good little working girls to rise and 
shine!” 

“T’ll rise, but I won’t shine,” Shirley groaned. 

After a moment Lenora raised a tousled head from 
her pillow and looked around. 

“Where’s Lois?” 

“She’s gone,” Beverly replied shortly. “She didn’t 
wait to have breakfast with us.” 

Lois’s mistaken ideas still troubled her. Perhaps if 
she talked to Jim—between them they might be able 
to make Lois see how wrong she was. 
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Lenora had to report to Mr. Blaine, so Beverly 
started out alone. She had tried to get Jim on the tele- 
phone but there was no answer, so she turned to work 
on the mystery. 

Julia Peters had said the young man who called him- 
self James Stanton was living at the Seaman’s Hotel 
close to the waterfront. Why would he choose such a 
place to live? As she drove, Beverly thought it over and 
decided she would stop at the hotel and inquire for 
him. If he were there he might talk to her when he 
learned she had one of the pictures taken of him and 
Frank Stanton. 

The Seaman’s Hotel was a plain, unpretentious brick 
building close to the busy stretch of docks. At this time 
of morning there were few loungers on the sidewalk 
or in the small lobby. 

The desk clerk looked surprised when she stepped 
inside, but made no comment. 

“Do you have a James Stanton registered here?” 
Beverly asked, and waited while he consulted his rec- 
ords. 

“He checked out yesterday,” was the answer. 

“Did he leave a forwarding address?” Beverly con- 
tinued hopefully. 

“No,” the clerk replied. “Why don’t you ask the 
company on whose boat he sailed?” 

“Thanks!” 

Beverly nodded and walked out, bumping into a 
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huge, dark-skinned man who stepped aside and glow- 
ered at her as she murmured an apology. 

Beverly forgot the incident almost immediately as 
she returned to her car and deliberated what to do. She 
didn’t believe the young man’s immediate future lay 
on a boat. However, part of his past did, and that past 
had included Jim’s uncle. 

Frank Stanton had returned from Egypt on the 
freighter S. S. Beechwood, and the ship was still in 
port. Perhaps if she talked to some of the crew she 
could learn something about the friends he had made: 
namely, Mrs. Marsden and the young man. 

Beverly drove as close as she was allowed to the long 
warehouse and pier at the end of which lay the black 
hulk of the S. S. Beechwood. Men carrying canvas sacks 
streamed steadily in through a yawning hole in her 
side. A flag fluttered faintly at her stern. 

A gangplank had been let down to the dock and 
Beverly went toward it. She stepped on deck but there 
was no one in sight. She supposed everyone was busy 
below. 

From the deck of the Beechwood she could see other 
busy wharves and other boats being loaded with mer- 
chandise for foreign countries. Flags of other nations 
fluttered side by side in the breeze here in one of the 
world’s busiest ports. 

A wave of nostalgia swept over her as she looked at 
the boats and the clean sweep of deck under her. She 
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had not been on a boat since the beloved Susabella had 
sunk, and she felt a sudden longing for the lazy, care- 
free days she and her friends had known. 

“You’ve got wanderlust, Beverly,” she told herself 
with a sigh. “Every time you see a boat or a train you 
want to get on board and travel. Still, in a month or so 
it will be time to think of vacations—” 

“Can I help you, miss? Are you looking for some- 
one?” 

A masculine voice spoke behind her and she turned 
to meet a tall, thin man wearing the first mate’s in- 
signia on his dark suit. 

“T’'m looking for some information,” Beverly an- 
swered. 

“What sort of information?” he smiled. “Are you 
thinking of sailing with us?” 

Beverly was relieved that the officer was friendly, 
and drew from her handbag the picture the young 
man had dropped the night before. 

“Do you recognize either of these men?” 

“Both of them,” the first mate answered promptly. 
“They were with us on our voyage from the Middle 
East.” 

“Can you tell me their names?” Beverly continued. 

“Certainly. This man is Mr. Stanton and the other 
is Johnny, one of our stewards.” 

“Johnny what?” she persisted. 
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“Johnny Saunders,” was the reply. “A very sociable 
young man.” 

“John Saunders—initials J. S.,” Beverly thought to 
herself. “James Stanton—initials J. S. How convenient 
for him that the initials were the same. It helped with 
his masquerade.” 

“Has anything happened to Johnny?” the man 
asked. 

“Oh, no,” Beverly answered and almost added, “at 
least, not yet. 

“Do you know where I can find him?” Beverly con- 
tinued. “Does he live on board while the boat is in 
port?” 

“Not Johnny! When we drop anchor he takes off 
for parts unknown. He always shows up again with 
some tall stories to entertain us on the next trip.” 

“You have no idea where he is or what he is doing 
now?” 

“No, miss.” 

“Was he very friendly with Mr. Stanton on the last 
trip?” Beverly wanted to know. 

“Oh, yes, quite friendly.” 

“Was there also a lady, a Mrs. Marsden, who was 
friendly with them both?” 

“It’s odd you should mention her, miss. We were 
talking about her this morning and wondering if she 
succeeded—” He broke off, embarrassed. “Beg your 
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pardon, miss. We were wondering if she and Mr. 
Stanton were married.” 

It had really been as serious as that, Beverly thought. 
Yet when she and Jim had told Mrs. Marsden about 
Frank Stanton’s death she hadn’t acted like a bereaved 
fiancée. 

“Mr. Stanton died of a heart attack,” Beverly ex- 
plained. “I’m a reporter and he had asked me to come 
and talk to him. However, he died before I could do 
so. I am trying to find out what it was he wanted to 
tell me.” 

“About his secret fortune, I expect,” the man smiled. 
“He bragged a lot about making a great discovery in 
Egypt. He said he was coming home to arrange fi- 
nancial backing and then planned to return to Egypt 
to complete his findings. I suppose his nephew will in- 
herit everything now.” 

“There doesn’t seem to be much to the estate,” Bey- 
erly commented. 

“That’s odd,” the man said again. “We were sure he 
had discovered a fortune in gold or jewels.” 

Beverly glanced at him sharply but his face told her 
nothing. He was leaning against the rail staring down 
at the dock where the stevedores labored to finish load- 
ing cargo. 

“T wonder if I might see the cabin Mr. Stanton oc- 
cupied ?” Beverly asked. 
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“It’s just an ordinary cabin,” the first mate answered. 
“Tt is down this way.” 

The small room opened onto the deck and was 
empty of all but the bare necessities. There was no clue 
here. 

“As you can see, our accommodations are very 
plain,” the officer pointed out. “Of course, Mr. Stanton 
took all his things with him.” 

“Ts it true Mr. Stanton’s cabin was broken into twice 
on the voyage?” 

“Yes. That was a queer thing,” the first mate de- 
clared. “The first time Mr. Stanton was quite worried 
until he had made certain nothing was taken. Some- 
thing must have frightened the thief. The second time 
Mr. Stanton seemed to think of it more as a nuisance 
than anything.” 

“Did you ever learn who did it?” Beverly asked. 

“No. Of course the captain and I investigated, but 
we never caught the fellow.” 

“When do you sail again?” Beverly asked. 

“Tonight.” 

“Is Johnny Saunders going with you?” 

“T expect him to,” the first mate replied. “Although 
when he went ashore he did say he might not sign on 
again this time.” 

Beverly realized that Johnny Saunders must have 
had Frank Stanton’s fortune in mind. He could not 
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have foretold Stanton’s death, but he could have been 
expecting to discover the man’s secret. When the op- 
portunity occurred to pose as the dead man’s nephew 
he had seized upon it. 

Beverly left the Beechwood and went thoughtfully 
back to her car. The first mate had said Frank Stanton 
had planned to seek financial backing for a proposed 
expedition to Egypt. Would he have sought a loan 
from a bank or a friend? Perhaps there would be a clue 
to that in his house. She and Jim would have to do 
more hunting. 


CHAPTER X 


Johnny Saunders 


“Hi, Bev! Where have you been?” 

Lenora pounced upon her friend the moment she 
opened the office door. “P’ve been looking everywhere 
for you. Jim called you three times.” 

“What did he want?” Beverly asked. 

“He wanted to talk to you about his luncheon date 
with Mrs. Marsden.” 

“He isn’t wasting any time,” Beverly said, giggling. 

“She called him,’ Lenora corrected. “It seems she 
wants to talk about his uncle Frank.” 

“We thought she would,” Beverly smiled, “but we 
didn’t think it would be so soon.” 

“You mean now that the uncle is gone, she’s going to 
concentrate upon the nephew? Ah, l'amour!” 

“L’amour nothing!” Beverly scoffed. “She wants 


something more profitable, but we haven’t been able 
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to figure out exactly what it is. Jim may learn a lot by 
talking with her today.” 

“Two emeralds hardly seem enough to keep her and 
Johnny so interested,” Lenora commented. 

“T believe it is what the two emeralds may lead to,” 
Beverly said. “I hope Jim learns something.” 

“He said he would call you as soon as he left her,” 
added Lenora. 

“Then I'll wait right here,” Beverly seated herself 
at her desk. “If you are going out for lunch would you 
mind bringing a sandwich back with you?” 

While Lenora was gone Beverly tried to put down 
on paper the beginning of the Frank Stanton story. She 
took out and studied the snapshot Kay had found the 
night before. If only it could talk! 

Beverly tried twice to reach Mr. Coombs by tele- 
phone but he did not answer. She felt the lawyer might 
know from whom Frank Stanton might have tried to 
borrow money to return to Egypt. The lender, in turn, 
would surely know for what purpose the money would 
be used. Therein should lie the key to the fortune. 

“One lunch and some gossip coming up!” 

Lenora placed a paper bag and a cardboard con- 
tainer of coffee on the desk before Beverly and sank 
into a chair. 

“The lunch is fine,” Beverly smiled. “What about the 
gossip?” 

“Pl hold that until you have finished eating,” Lenora 
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commented. “It might interfere with your digestion.” 

“My curiosity will do the same,” Beverly answered. 
“You might as well tell me.” 

“You know how the habitués of our local lunch- 
eonette hear all the latest rumors,’ Lenora began. 
“Well, the latest is that Katharine Merrill is going to 
snatch the Frank Stanton story right out from under 
your nose.” 

Beverly chuckled. “I suspected she would try.” 

“They say she is as mad as can be because you took 
something from her last night.” 

“T didn’t take it,” Beverly denied with a smile. “She 
dropped it and I picked it up. It wasn’t hers to begin 
with.” 

“They say,” Lenora added, “that she won’t rest until 
she scoops you.” 

“When I started on this story I didn’t think Kay and 
I would be fighting each other,” Beverly sighed. “How- 
ever—” 

“A fight to the finish, huh, Bev?” Lenora’s eyes 
gleamed. “The Tribune versus the Sun! Oh, boy! I love 
a good fight!” 

The telephone rang and Beverly reached for it ea- 
gerly. 

“How was the luncheon?” she asked, recognizing 
Jim’s voice. 

Jim groaned. “She asked me to meet her at the Blue 
Goose. | knew it was Lois’s favorite restaurant but— 
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well— I never expected it to turn out this way. She 
was angry enough about you and me, but now—” He 
paused. “She saw us and when I went over to speak to 
her she wouldn’t talk to me.” 

“Mrs. Marsden?” Beverly asked in surprise. 

“No! Lois! She saw Mrs. Marsden and me having 
lunch and now she is even more angry. She wouldn't 
even speak to me. Can’t you explain to her, Bev?” 

“T tried to,” Beverly said. “Meet me, Jim, and tell 
me what Mrs. Marsden said. I want to go to your 
uncle’s house, too.” 

“All right,” Jim said, “but what about Lois?” 

“Tl pick you up outside the library.” Beverly hung 
up abruptly and turned away smiling. 

“What’s so funny?” Lenora wanted to know. 

“Tt isn’t really funny,” Beverly’s face sobered. “Lois 
saw Jim and Mrs. Marsden together and now she’s 
angry about that too.” 

“Oh, fine!” Lenora exclaimed. “Now she thinks she 
has two rivals.” 

“Jealousy is making her needlessly unhappy,” Bev- 
erly said. “This morning I tried to explain why I was 
with Jim so much, but she wouldn’t listen. I'll try to 
talk to her again tonight.” 

“First I will remove all throwable objects,” Lenora 
grinned. “You know Lois’s temper. Are you going to 
meet Jim now?” 

“Yes, I'll see you later.” Beverly picked up her hand- 
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bag. “I’m off to meet him and go on out to his uncle’s 
house.” 

“I wish I didn’t have to take pictures of that old 
cornerstone laying,” Lenora grumbled. “It isn’t any 
fun. I'd rather go with you.” 

“There won’t be anything to take pictures of where 
we're going,” Beverly returned. “Ill try to get back 
to the apartment in time for dinner.” 

Beverly found Jim waiting by the great stone lions 
in front of the Public Library. When he saw her com- 
ing, he crossed Fifth Avenue and got into the car be- 
side her. 

Fil 

“Why so glum?” Beverly asked. “I thought you 
would be elated over the progress you made. You did 
make some progress, didn’t you?” 

“T didn’t learn much,” Jim replied. “All Mrs. Mars- 
den did was ask questions about my uncle’s last trip to 
Egypt and what I am to inherit. What about Lois, 
Bev?” 

“T am sure she will understand, once the whole thing 
is explained to her,” Beverly said confidently. “Did 
Mrs. Marsden mention the other young man who is 
posing as you?” 

“Not once,” Jim shook his head. “What do you want 
to do at the house, Beverly?” 

Beverly proceeded to explain all she had learned 
from the first mate of the Beechwood. 
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“And I thought perhaps your uncle might have 
made a note of where he tried to borrow the money,” 
Beverly finished. “The lender should know why he 
wanted to go back to Egypt.” 

“Good idea!” Jim said enthusiastically. Then his 
face fell. “We still don’t have the key to the house.” 

“Not having the key didn’t stop Mrs. Marsden,” 
Beverly smiled. “As the rightful heir it shouldn’t be 
wrong for you to climb through the window of your 
own house.” 

The car swung into the driveway and Beverly and 
Jim got out before the door. As they mounted the steps 
to the porch Beverly put a cautioning hand on Jim’s 
arm. 

“Somebody else is visiting, too,” she whispered. 

The wide window beside the door had been raised 
and the dust on the window sill had been brushed off 
as if someone had climbed into the house. 

“Easy does it!” 

Jim assisted Beverly through the open window into 
the darkened interior of the empty sitting room. 

On tiptoe they crossed the room and peeped into the 
hall. There was no one in sight, but the door to the 
library stood ajar while the door to all the other rooms 
were tightly closed. 

With one accord they started toward the library, 
moving as noiselessly as ghosts from the past. When 
they reached the door they could see, through the nar- 
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row opening, a man bending over Frank Stanton’s 
desk. 

“Why, Johnny!” Beverly exclaimed aloud. “What 
are you looking for?” 

The young man at the desk swung about with a 
smothered exclamation of surprise. 

“Oh!” he said. “It’s you!” 

“And this is the real James Stanton.” Beverly indi- 
cated her companion. 

“Has he proved it to Mr. Coombs’ satisfaction?” 
Johnny grinned impudently. “Too bad Mr. Coombs 
had to leave town.” 

“How did you do it?” Beverly asked, voicing a sud- 
den suspicion. “How did you get Mr. Coombs out of 
town?” 

“In one of our chats the old boy mentioned a valua- 
ble former client now living in Chicago. I had a friend 
send a message using the client’s name.” 

“Tf it was a hoax to give you more time to find what 
you are looking for,” Beverly remarked, “that means 
you haven’t found it yet.” 

“T thought you were a smart reporter,” Johnny said 
approvingly. 

“The night you met me outside the Tribune build- 
ing,” Beverly continued, “how did you know Frank 
Stanton wanted to talk to me?” 

“T’ve known every move Frank Stanton made since 
he stepped off the Beechwood,” Johnny replied. “I 
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made a mistake about-the time of your interview, that’s 
all. I thought you had already talked to him when I 
met you. I had a vague idea that you and I might work 
together. By the way, do you have my jewels with 
you?” 

“Are they your jewels?” Beverly asked skeptically. 
“Aren’t they really Frank Stanton’s?” 

“Where are they?” he demanded, ignoring her 
suspicion. 

“Tell me,” Beverly went on slowly, “what are you 
looking for now? Once you found the emeralds, why 
didn’t you take them and go away before anyone knew 
you had them?” 

“Because I think there is something more,” Johnny 
retorted. “Stanton found them in Egypt and he planned 
to return for more. He must have made a map of the 
place so he could find it again.” 

“You're looking for that map,” Jim concluded, “and 
that is where you thought Beverly could help you. You 
thought my uncle might have told her about his dis- 
covery.” 

Johnny grinned. 

“Right you are! And I only want to be ‘James 
Stanton’ until I find it. I thought the heir could search 
without any interference.” He turned to Beverly and 
held out his hand. “If you have the emeralds I will 
take them now.” 

“Did you know they are imitations?” Beverly asked. 
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“I had them appraised and they are nothing but 
paste.” 

The young man’s reaction was not what they ex- 
pected. For a moment he stared in disbelief, then he 
collapsed in the desk chair. 

“The old boy outsmarted us after all,” he chuckled. 

“Why is it funny?” Jim wanted to know. “Aren’t 
you surprised?” 

“Tm not laughing because they’re fakes,” Johnny 
answered. “I’m thinking how angry someone else is 
going to be.” 

“Who?” Beverly prompted swiftly. 

“Never mind who,” he retorted. “Maybe those two 
are fakes, but he had real emeralds on the boat and 
they must be here somewhere.” 

“Where did you find the false ones?” Jim asked. 

“Locked in one of the desk drawers,” was the reply. 
“That was the day before he died.” Johnny sighed and 
stood up. “Those two stones might be imitations, but 
I don’t give up so easily.” 

“You might as well,” Jim interposed. “Because it’s 
high time you talked to the police and that’s where 
we're going.” 

“The young man doesn’t want to see the police, do 
you?” A new, feminine voice had broken into the con- 
versation. 

“Kay Merrill!” Beverly exclaimed. “How did you 
get here?” 
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“Through the sitting room window, just like you 
did,” Kay retorted. 

“Look out! He’s getting away!” Jim burst out and 
ran toward the library door. 

Johnny had been quick to take advantage of Kay’s 
interruption. He had joined her at the library door and, 
while she stared at Beverly, had slipped past her into 
the hall. 

“Stop him!” Beverly cried. 

Kay was too swift for them. With one movement 
she turned and the library door closed behind her. As 
Jim’s hand touched the doorknob, they heard the key 
on the outside turn with a click. 

“Tll catch him, Beverly, don’t worry!” Kay’s voice 
came through to them. “But when I get his story, it 
will be exclusive for the Sun!” 


CHAPTER XI 


The Mystery Deepens 


Beverty and Jim tugged ineffectually at the library 
door. It was heavy and the lock held firm. The win- 
dows also refused to open. 

“Why aren’t these window locks broken like the 
ones in the sitting room?” Jim sighed, turning away. 
“Wait! I’ve got an idea!” 

He took a sheet of newspaper and slipped it under 
the door until most of it was outside. Then he set to 
work at the keyhole with a narrow, pointed letter 
opener from the desk. After a few moments they 
heard the sound of the key dropping to the floor. Jim 
pulled the newspaper back toward him, carefully draw- 
ing the key under the door. 

“Hurrah!” he exulted. “Now we can get out of 
hete.” 

“Wait!” Beverly said. “Kay and Johnny have gotten 
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away by this time. Let’s find what we came for before 
we leave.” 

They went through the desk drawers carefully even 
though they knew Johnny had done the same before 
them. There was nothing pertaining to Frank Stan- 
ton’s trip to Egypt. 

“Fither he kept everything in his mind and put noth- 
ing down on paper,” Jim sighed, “or he has a good 
hiding place.” 

“Did you ever know him to hide anything before?” 
Beverly asked thoughtfully. 

“No, I didn’t,’ Jim returned. “Oh, if only Mr. 
Coombs would get back! Perhaps Uncle Frank had a 
safety deposit box.” 

“We didn’t see any bankbook which might tell us 
where he transacted his business,” added Beverly. 

“Uncle Frank never had much money to put in a 
bank,” Jim commented. “I believe the emeralds were 
his first bit of luck.” 

“He must have thought they were genuine, and he 
couldn’t resist talking about them,” Beverly com- 
mented. 

“It is unfortunate he talked to the wrong people,” 
Jim sighed. “I wonder when Johnny plans to continue 
with his search.” 

“After he gives his exclusive story to Kay,” Beverly 
said wryly. “She’s trying hard to scoop me on this 
story.” 
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“If she gets a story from Johnny it will surprise me,” 
Jim declared. “Bev, do you suppose that desk has a 
secret drawer?” 

Together they went over the desk again inch by inch. 
They searched every nook and cranny of the library. 
Even the books on the shelves were scrutinized, as well 
as the old and well-worn photograph album. 

“I give up,” Jim said at last. “There is no clue to 
where he found his fortune, and no clue to where he 
wanted to borrow the money for further search. He 
certainly was a man who could keep a secret.” 

“T think after what happened on the boat he knew 
he must be careful,” Beverly returned. “Perhaps he had 
the imitation stones made so that if thieves did break 
in they would take them and go before realizing his 
trick.” 

“Perhaps he was going to tell you about it,” Jim 
mused. “Maybe he figured the publicity you might give 
him would help him raise the money he needed.” 

“Perhaps. Well, shall we go back to town?” Beverly 
asked with a sigh. “We can’t find anything here and 
it is getting late.” 

“I want to see Lois, too,” Jim added in a worried 
tone. 

“TI want to talk to Julia Peters, and also see if I can 
learn what happened to Kay and Johnny,” Beverly 
said. “Let’s go.” 

They left by the front door instead of the window 
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through which they had entered. They were keenly dis- 
appointed that they had found nothing, but they were 
equally determined to return and search again. 

Driving along, each busy with silent thoughts, they 
came upon a lonely figure walking by the side of the 
road. 

“That looks like Kay!” Beverly exclaimed in amaze- 
ment. “It is Kay! I wonder what happened?” 

“Tl bet you a dollar to a doughnut she didn’t get 
her exclusive story,” Jim grinned. 

Beverly stopped the car beside the girl on the road 
who saluted them with a wave of the hand. 

“Going my way?” Beverly smiled. 

Kay climbed in and relaxed gratefully. 

“You have rough playmates, Beverly.” 

“What happened?” Jim asked. “Where is he?” 

“He’s heading for New York in my car,” Kay re- 
plied. “That so-and-so pushed me out and took off.” 

“Did you get your exclusive story?” Beverly couldn’t 
resist asking. 

“Go ahead and laugh,” Kay said. “Pll meet that 
smart young man again and when I do—” She broke 
off with a frown. 

“By that time the Tribune will already have printed 
his story,” Beverly assured her. 

Kay laughed. “We'll see. ’m warning you—the war 
between us is still on. You can let me out at the first 
police station. I want to report my stolen car.” 

After Kay left them Jim turned to Beverly. 
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“Now to settle things with Lois.” 

“Come home to dinner with me,” Beverly proposed. 
“We are just in time.” 

“Do you think she will believe I hardly know Mrs. 
Marsden ?” Jim asked with a worried frown. 

He followed Beverly up the stairs to the girls’ apart- 
ment. 

Beverly opened the door and called: 

“Anybody home?” 

“In the kitchen!” Lenora replied. 

“T’ve brought a guest to dinner,” Beverly announced 
as she entered the kitchen. 

Shirley looked up from setting the table, and Lenora 
set a pan on the stove. 

“Who is it?” chorused the two girls. 

“Hello, girls!” Jim peered over Beverly’s shoulder. 
“Is Lois here?” 

“She hasn’t come home and it’s way past her usual 
time,” Shirley said. 

“She must have a dinner date,” added Lenora slowly, 
“but you’re welcome to stay, Jim.” 

“Thanks, I will,” Jim accepted promptly. “Lois 
might come any minute. Besides,” he grinned, “I know 
you girls are good cooks.” 

Beverly joined the girls in preparations for dinner 
while Jim sat and talked to them. All of them were 
waiting expectantly for Lois to join them, but time 
passed and she did not appear. 

“Oh, Bev, I almost forgot to tell you!” Lenora ex- 
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claimed. “Julia Peters telephoned. She wants to talk 
to you tonight. She said she would meet you at the 
same bench in the park at eight o’clock.” 

“I wonder if she’s found out anything new.” Beverly 
murmured. “If only we could learn more about Mrs. 
Marsden.” 

“She is an odd person, beautiful but—I don’t under- 
stand her,” Jim confessed. “How deeply do you think 
she is involved ?” 

“We'll have to find out more about her to tell that,” 
Beverly replied. 

“Her questions really dug deep to see how much I 
would tell,” Jim added. 

“T think she and Johnny planned to take every bit 
of your uncle’s fortune,” Beverly declared. “That is 
why I begged Charlie Blaine to let me learn all I can.” 

Despite Lois’s absence, Jim and the girls enjoyed 
their dinner together—so much that Beverly forgot the 
time and had to rush to get to the park for her ap- 
pointment. 

She found Julia Peters waiting at the same bench 
where they had sat the evening before. 

“Did you learn anything new today?” Julia asked. 

“A little,’ Beverly admitted, and told her about 
Johnny Saunders. “Did you turn up any more leads?” 

“IT let Mrs. Marsden’s chauffeur, Paul, take me to 
lunch, hoping he would talk about his employer, but 
he is a cautious soul. He did let the name ‘Johnny’ slip 
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out once, but there was little that would help us solve 
the mystery.” 

“T still feel Mrs. Marsden is involved,” Beverly said. 

“T agree,” Julia nodded. “I’m beginning to think that 
Mrs. Marsden and Johnny started out working to- 
gether. Then maybe suddenly she didn’t trust him any 
more. Maybe she feels he is double-crossing her, so she 
has employed me to watch him.” 

“If that’s the case, I wonder if she is the one he said 
would be angry because the emeralds are only imita- 
tions,” Beverly said thoughtfully. 

“Are you sure they are?” Julia asked. 

“The man I took them to knows jewels,” Beverly 
nodded. “I trust his judgment.” 

“TI don’t understand what Stanton was doing with 
imitations,” Julia persisted. “There wouldn’t be all this 
hubbub about a fake fortune.” 

“T think he knew someone was after his fortune and 
had imitations made to fool thieves,” Beverly mused. 
“After what happened on the Beechwood he knew 
someone was after the real jewels.” 

“Then what did he do with the real ones?” Julia de- 
manded. 

“When we know that the mystery will end,” Beverly 
predicted. 

The girls talked a little longer and then parted with 
the understanding they would meet again the next day 
to compare notes on their activities. 
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Beverly strolled home slowly, thinking of Frank 
Stanton and his unknown fortune. 

Lois had returned from her dinner engagement with 
a friend too late to see Jim, and was now busily work- 
ing over some drawings, apparently oblivious of the 
other girls and their conversation. 

Beverly put through a telephone call to Inspector 
Travers and asked if he could find out for her if Kay 
Merrill’s car had been located. 

He called back in a few minutes to tell her that the 
car had been found abandoned on a lonely pier at the 
waterfront. 

“What pier?” Beverly asked. 

His answer confirmed her suspicion. The car had 
been abandoned on the very pier from which the 
Beechwood had sailed this evening. Johnny was gone! 


CHAPTER XII 


The Egyptian 


“Tuat leaves Jim the only known claimant to the 
estate,” Lenora said, sipping her orange juice at break- 
fast the next morning. “It solves all the problems, 
doesn’t it?” 

“T’ve thought about it a great deal,” Beverly said, 
“and I find it hard to believe that Johnny has really 
gone. He himself said he didn’t give up easily. There’s 
a way I can find out if he really is on that boat,” she 
added with sudden determination. “I am going to 
cable the first mate and ask him.” 

Immediately after breakfast Beverly left for the Trib- 
une office. She sent her message to the Beechwood and 
sat down at her desk to await a reply. The answer from 
the first mate came promptly: 

ALL HANDS ACCOUNTED FOR. SAILED WITH FULL CREW 
ABOARD. 


“That’s that!” Beverly told Lenora. “Johnny is out 
IoI 
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of the way and Jim can claim his inheritance without 
trouble, but I’d still like to find out where Mrs. Mars- 
den fits in.” 

“Now that Johnny is gone Julia Peters will be out of 
a job, won’t she?” Lenora said. “Also, please tell me 
why Mrs. Marsden led Julia to believe Johnny was 
James Stanton when all the time Mrs. Marsden knew 
he wasn’t. Didn’t she expect Julia to find out the 
truth P” 

“That is part of what I want to find out,” Beverly 
said. 

“Don’t forget,” Lenora pointed out thoughtfully, “if 
Julia doesn’t have to follow Johnny any more she'll 
have no reason to report to Mrs. Marsden. You may 
lose contact with the lady.” 

“T believe Mrs. Marsden will be around as long as 
the real emeralds are to be found,” Beverly said con- 
fidently. 

“Ah, yes, the emeralds,” Lenora mused. “I’d almost 
forgotten about them.” 

Beverly had told her friend about the stones when it 
became evident that they were to play an important 
part in the Frank Stanton story. 

“Lenora,” she said, “if you made an important dis- 
covery in Egypt but needed money to develop it, to 
whom would you go to borrow the money?” 

“If I were Frank Stanton, I would go to my friend, 
Ismail Zeser,” Lenora said slowly. 
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“The man who is an authority on all things Egyp- 
tian?” Beverly looked up with interest. 

“And he was on the Beechwood with Stanton,” re- 
minded Lenora. 

“If Frank Stanton wanted money for a project in 
Egypt, it is logical to suppose he would go to someone 
who knows something about the country,” Beverly 
nodded. “But why didn’t he talk to him about it while 
they were on the boat?” 

“Maybe he did,” Lenora said, “although the night 
Terry and I had dinner with him he didn’t tell us he 
was going to loan Stanton any money.” 

“Tt’s worth looking into,” Beverly said. “Besides, it’s 
the only lead we have.” 

“Tf he can tell you what Stanton discovered it will 
help clear up some of the mystery,” Lenora agreed. 

The telephone beside Beverly rang and she picked it 
up eagerly. 

“Beverly, this is Jim. Mrs. Marsden just phoned me. 
She’s up to something!” 

“What is it this time?” Beverly asked. “Another 
luncheon date?” 

“Hold your hat,” Jim chuckled. “Here we go again! 
She wants to hold a séance tonight so I may talk to my 
uncle’s spirit.” 

“A séance!” Beverly gasped. 

“Fantastic, isn’t it?” Jim agreed. “That is why I say 
she’s up to something.” 
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“I wonder what she expects to learn?” Beverly mur- 
mured. 

“We'll find out,” Jim replied. “I told her I was going 
to bring a friend—you.” 

“I wouldn’t want to miss it,” Beverly declared. “Is it 
going to be held in her apartment at the Charlton 
Arms?” 

“No,” Jim said, “and this is even stranger. She wants 
to hold it at my uncle’s house. She’s trying to reach Mr. 
Coombs to obtain his permission, but even without it 
she will go ahead. She says she considers my okay as 
the heir sufficient to calm the lawyer. I asked her if she 
wanted me to drive her out there, but she said that 
wasn’t necessary. Her chauffeur will drive her out 
earlier in the evening so she can ‘get herself in the 
mood.” 

“This gets more interesting every minute,” Beverly 
commented. “I suppose the chauffeur will climb in 
through a window and open the door for her.” 

“Probably,” Jim agreed. “We'll talk about it some 
more when I meet you this afternoon to go to Uncle 
Frank’s funeral. I tried to contact Lois to ask her to go 
with us, but her boss sent her to Jersey City with some 
drawings and couldn’t tell me what time this afternoon 
she'll be back.” 

“Tl meet you as I promised,” Beverly assured him. 

After her talk with Jim, Beverly left the office and 
went to see Ismail Zeser. He was a difficult man to 
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reach, but ber press card got her through the barriers 
to his small but elegant private office. 

A thick oriental rug deadened her footsteps as she 
walked across the room. Heavy draperies at the win- 
dows shut out the New York sunshine, and the sickly 
sweet odor of incense hung in the air. 

Zeser himself was a middle-aged man, no taller than 
Beverly. He wore a red fez, and his skin was as dark 
as if he had just left the burning sun of his home coun- 
try. His narrow black eyes studied Beverly as she 
walked toward him, and then he bowed. 

“Miss Gray.” His voice was deep and soft. “Please 
tell me why the Tribune has sent its loveliest reporter 
to interview me.” 

“It is not truly an interview,” Beverly said, smiling 
to herself over his words. “I am seeking information 
about Frank Stanton. I wonder if he talked to you 
about a discovery he made in Egypt.” 

The office door opened and before Zeser replied to 
her question he spoke to the young man who entered. 

“Miss Gray, may I introduce one of my assistants, 
Pasha-el-Hassain. He has just returned from Egypt 
where he did some research work for me.” He turned 
to the newcomer. “You may continue with your work, 
Pasha, while Miss Gray and I have our little talk.” 

The man bowed and went to a mahogany cabinet 
at the far end of the room and worked there while his 
employer talked to Beverly. 
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“T returned to America on the same boat as Mr. 
Stanton and he talked to many people about Egypt,” 
Zeser answered Beverly’s question slowly. “It is true 
he said he had made an important discovery.” 

“Did he ask you to help him return to Egypt to 
complete his findings?” Beverly persisted. 

Zeser’s dark eyes studied Beverly thoughtfully before 
he made answer. 

“May I ask why you are so interested in what I dis- 
cussed with Mr. Stanton?” 

“I am acting on behalf of his nephew and heir,” 
Beverly replied. “Also, Mr. Stanton had requested that 
I come and interview him, but he died before I could 
talk with him. I believe he wanted to tell me about his 
discovery.” 

“It is true he wanted me to help him return to 
Egypt,” Zeser acknowledged. 

The man seemed reluctant to discuss his arrange- 
ments with Frank Stanton, and Beverly felt it was be- 
cause he was not convinced that her reason for asking 
about Frank Stanton was wholly true. 

“T believe Frank Stanton wanted financial aid from 
you,” Beverly continued. “In order to get it he had to 
convince you that his discovery was really worth while, 
so he showed you these.” 

Beverly put the emeralds on Zeser’s desk and the 
Egyptian stared at them. 

“Tt is true he wanted money to help find more emer- 
alds,” Zeser admitted. “He came to me because I know 
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Egypt and he felt I would better understand the haz- 
ards and details of his work. The jewels he showed me 
were beautiful. Flawless emeralds are very rare and 
bring a very high price. He assured me he would make 
a fortune for us both. I asked him to give me a few 
days to think it over. Our plans were never consum- 
mated.” 

“Did he tell you where in Egypt he had made his 
discovery?” Beverly asked. 

“Evidences of beryl mines, from which the ancient 
emeralds were taken, are still found in upper Egypt. 
I believe Mr. Stanton came upon one of these mines 
which was not completely exhausted,” Zeser said 
slowly. “He was to reveal all that to me at our next 
meeting—if I gave him the money he needed.” 

“Did he make a map of the spot he wanted to de- 
velop?” Beverly asked hopefully. 

“T presume so, although he did not show it to me,” 
was the reply. “His nephew must have it now.” 

Beverly made no comment to that, but watched as 
Zeser picked up the emeralds and studied them. 

“These are not the stones Frank Stanton had with 
him the day he came to see me,” he said suddenly. 

“IT know,” Beverly nodded. 

Perhaps if she let him think she had the real jewels 
too, he would say more about his conversation with 
Jim’s uncle. 

“The real emeralds are much too valuable for anyone 
to carry all the time,” she said, watching him closely. 
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The Egyptian at the far end of the room bent his 
head attentively over his work, but his eyes turned 
covertly toward his employer and Beverly. 

“I quite agree,” Zeser said. “Those jewels were the 
most beautiful stones I ever saw. I am sorry J can tell 
you nothing more than I have.” 

The Egyptian rose and Beverly knew the interview 
was over. She took her leave, glad she had at least de- 
termined that somewhere there were real, fabulous 
emeralds. There must also be a map showing where 
more might be found. At any rate, she and Jim were 
not following a false trail. She could understand now 
why Johnny and Mrs. Marsden were so determined. 

After she left Zeser’s office Beverly met Jim. The 
lawyer, before he left town, had taken care of funeral 
arrangements in accordance with instructions con- 
tained in Frank Stanton’s will, and now the two young 
people proceeded to the funeral parlor for the private 
last rites. 

Afterwards they separated and the rest of Beverly’s 
day passed swiftly. It was given over mostly to trying 
to learn more about Mrs. Marsden and wondering 
about her strange request for a séance. She must be a 
student of the occult to attempt to hold such a session 
to talk to Frank Stanton’s spirit. What did she hope to 
learn from Jim’s presence at the affair? What could 
her motive be? Did she think that somehow the secret 
of the emeralds would be revealed? 
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The moon was rising over the trees when Jim parked 
his convertible beside the black limousine in the drive- 
way. The old building which looked so shabby and 
neglected in the bright daylight donned a robe of mys- 
tery and secrecy with the coming of darkness. It was 
a black angular mass silhouetted against the night sky. 

There were no lights showing, but when they 
stepped on the porch the front door swung open. Mrs. 
Marsden’s chauffeur carried a candle and led them 
through the dark hall to the sitting room where two 
large candelabra had been lighted, one on each side 
of a polished round table. 

Already seated at the table was Mrs. Marsden. Her 
dress was unadorned black, above which her face shone 
chalk white. 

Beverly felt a shiver of anticipation as she and Jim 
took the chairs indicated opposite Mrs. Marsden. 

The setting for whatever was to come was impressive 
and chill-producing as Mrs. Marsden began to speak 
in a low voice. 

“Mr. Stanton—Jim—I do not think your uncle was 
a happy man. I thought you might contact him to- 
night. Perhaps there is something he would like to tell 
you.” 

Under the table Jim squeezed Beverly’s hand signifi- 
cantly. 

“Do you think there was something troubling him?” 
Jim asked aloud. 
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“I am sure he would have been happier if he had 
been able to talk to you once more,” Mrs. Marsden re- 
plied. “Perhaps if you tell him you understand about 
your inheritance—” 

“What is there to understand?” Jim asked swiftly. 

“Shall we begin?” Mrs. Marsden murmured eva- 
sively. “Let us place our hands on the table, palms 
downward, and now concentrate, please—” 

Mrs. Marsden sat with closed eyes, her lips moving 
soundlessly. 

It began at first like the faint sigh of a summer wind. 
The candles in one candelabra flickered, faded, and 
went out. The sound increased in volume until it 
seemed to fill the room. 

Beverly felt suddenly cold. A covert glance over her 
shoulder told her that the door was closed and that the 
chauffeur, Paul, was standing like an impassive statue 
against it. 

Another sound broke upon the cool darkness of the 
room. It started as a groan and grew slowly into a 
shriek. 

“Uncle Frank was a soft-spoken man,” Jim muttered. 
“That can’t be he.” 

Immediately the wail subsided into a groan, and a 
small, greenish-white sphere of light began to form in 
mid-air behind Mrs. Marsden. 


CHAPTER XIII 


Spirits and Thieves 


“SPEAK to him,” Mrs. Marsden whispered urgently. 

The hazy, globular body floating in the blackness 
grew until it was the size of a man’s head and then it 
hung motionless above them. 

“Ts it you, Uncle Frank?” Jim asked in response to 
Mrs. Marsden’s command. 

“Yes, my—boy,” a faraway voice replied distinctly. 
“J—am—glad—you are—here.” 

“What is it?” Jim asked, the suggestion of a smile 
in his voice. “Do you have something to tell me?” 

“My boy—I will—be happier if—I know you have 
—the fortune I—tried so long to find.” 

This, Beverly thought to herself, was the motive be- 
hind the séance. Mrs. Marsden was trying to find out 
how much Jim really knew. 

“Yes, Uncle Frank,” Jim murmured. “Is there some- 


thing special you want me to do?” 
III 
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“My secret—hiding place,” the faint voice went on 
slowly. “Do you—remember it, my—boy ?” 

“Secret hiding place?” Jim sounded puzzled until 
Beverly’s foot nudged his. “Oh, yes! I remember!” Jim 
said heartily. 

“Go there!” The voice began to fade. “You will—” 
the voice was almost inaudible—“find—” It was lost in 
a sigh. 

“Yes?” Jim prompted. “Uncle Frank—” 

“It is too late,’ Mrs. Marsden said. She shivered as 
she seemed to awake from a deep sleep. “He is gone.” 

“He didn’t tell me much,” Jim declared. 

“It was remarkable that he came through as clearly 
as he did,” Mrs. Marsden answered. “Did you under- 
stand what he was talking about?” 

“Oh, yes!” Jim said confidently. “He wants me to 
go to his old, secret hiding place. I had forgotten all 
about it.” 

“Well?” Mrs. Marsden prompted. 

“Tll go tomorrow—in the daylight,” Jim replied. “Is 
that the end of the séance?” 

“Yes,” the woman nodded. “We accomplished our 
purpose. You talked with your uncle.” 

“Can we drive you back to town?” Jim asked. 

“T have my car and my chauffeur,” she told him. “I 
hope you will let me know if what your uncle’s spirit 
said is true and you do find his fortune,” she continued. 
“My only desire is to help you.” 
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“Thank you for your—help,” Jim said, and smiled 
in the darkness. “I will let you know what I 
find.” 

He and Beverly turned toward the door. At a nod 
from Mrs. Marsden, the chauffeur stood aside. The two 
young people got into Jim’s car and drove off. 

About two miles from the house Jim pulled off the 
highway and parked in a clump of trees. 

“Tell me what you thought of tonight’s exhibition,” 
he commanded Beverly. 

“T don’t think your uncle Frank would be flattered 
to be represented by a balloon painted with phospho- 
rescent paint,” she laughed. “And the voice—” 

“Tt sounded more like a boat whistle than Uncle 
Frank’s voice,” Jim interrupted. “The whole thing 
was an insult to my intelligence. How gullible do they 
think I am? All that ‘my boy’ stuff! Uncle Frank never 
called me that.” 

“They are getting desperate,” Beverly commented. 
“The days are passing swiftly. They know they must 
act fast— They are forgetting to be cautious.” 

“Why did you nudge me to pretend I knew a secret 
hiding place?” Jim demanded. “I never heard him 
mention one.” 

“Your uncle might have mentioned it on the boat 
and they take for granted that you, as his heir, know 
about it,” Beverly said. “I think from now on you will 
be watched closely.” 
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“Oh, fine!” Jim commented. “How will I do any- 
thing with someone shadowing me all the time?” 

“You can play hide-and-seek with the shadow while 
I try to find the treasure,” Beverly proposed. “Lenora 
and I will come out early tomorrow morning and 
spend some time going over the house while you keep 
the curious parties in town.” 

Jim was reluctant to agree, but at last Beverly con- 
vinced him that her idea had merit. 

At that moment a black limousine sped past. Both 
of them recognized Mrs. Marsden’s car, and Jim swung 
his car onto the road behind it. 

“T’'ll start the game by following them,” he com- 
mented wryly. “I suppose she has all the séance stuff 
with her.” 

“T’ll look around the house for it tomorrow,” Bev- 
erly promised. “But what I would like to know is who 
was pretending to be your uncle. Mrs. Marsden was at 
the table, and the chauffeur was at the door. There 
must be a third party in the act with them.” 

“Tt might have been a real spirit,” Jim grinned teas- 
ingly. 

“Don’t be silly,” Beverly laughed. “I would suspect 
Johnny Saunders except for the fact that he is on board 
the Beechwood far at sea.” 

They followed Mrs. Marsden to the Charlton Arms, 
and watched while she left the car and went into the 
apartment building. When the chauffeur had driven 
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the car away, a slender figure stepped from a doorway 
across the street and waved to Beverly. 

“It’s Julia Peters!” Beverly exclaimed. 

“Where did you pick up their trail?” Julia wanted 
to know. “They slipped away from me when I went 
into the corner drugstore to make a telephone call.” 

Beverly explained about the séance and the sailing 
of Johnny Saunders, after which Julia said she planned 
to have a talk with Mrs. Marsden in the morning to 
learn what she was supposed to do now that her quarry 
was gone. 

Jim drove Beverly home and she found Shirley and 
Lenora sitting in the dark watching a television mys- 
tery play. Lois, studiously avoiding Beverly, had gone 
to bed. 

Beverly joined the girls around the TV set, and when 
the play ended they continued sitting in the dark while 
she told them about the séance. Suddenly, while they 
sat in close, companionable silence, there was a scream 
from the bedroom. 

The cry brought the girls to their feet with a bound. 
Together they ran toward the bedroom door. Just as 
they reached it a dark figure rushed out, nearly knock- 
ing them over. 

“I’ve got him! I’ve got him!” Lenora cried, hanging 
onto the coat of the intruder. 

With a jerk the man pulled away and ran from the 
apartment before anyone else could stop him. 
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Shirley switched on the light as Lois appeared in the 
bedroom doorway. 

“What happened?” Shirley demanded. “How did 
he get in here?” 

“We thought you were having a nightmare,” added 
Lenora. 

“I thought I was, too,” Lois answered. Her face was 
pale and she was trembling. “I had been asleep. Some- 
thing woke me and I saw a man climbing in the win- 
dow. I screamed—and you know the rest.” 

“What was he after, do you suppose?” Shirley mur- 
mured. 

“Look!” Lenora exclaimed. “He lost his hat in the 
scuffle.” 

Beverly retrieved a red fez from the floor and held it 
thoughtfully in her hands. There weren’t many people 
who wore a red fez. 

“Bev, do you suppose our prowler was Ismail Zeser?” 
Lenora asked in an amazed whisper. 

“I wonder,” Beverly said slowly. “Zeser would seem 
too important a man to stoop to housebreaking, but—” 

“Why should he pick on us?” Lenora demanded. 
“What does he think we have?” 

“Today when I was in his office I let him think I 
have the real emeralds in order to get him to talk more 
freely,” Beverly said. “I never dreamed he would try 
to steal them from me.” 

“Then you think it was Zeser?” Lenora prodded. 
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“T can’t be sure,” Beverly frowned. “He was certainly 
interested in the emeralds, and he spotted the imita- 
tions right away. But he’s a reputable businessman. I 
hesitate to think he would—” 

“Greed does funny things,” Shirley interrupted. 

“Tm going back to bed,” Lois announced. “I do wish 
you'd take your emeralds and your ideas somewhere 
else. I don’t like being frightened to death.” 

“They’re Jim’s emeralds, remember?” Beverly called 
after the dark-haired girl, but Lois paid no attention. 

“They will most likely be hers someday,” Beverly 
added to the other girls. 

“Give her time to realize that,” Shirley said. 

“We might as well all go to bed—unless you are 
expecting more visitors?” Lenora looked at Beverly. 

“T don’t think he would try twice in the same night,” 
Beverly returned. She fingered the red fez and placed 
it on her desk. “I am going to keep this as a souvenir.” 

“Unless the man comes back for his hat,” suggested 
Lenora. 

“Pleasant thought!” Shirley grimaced. 

The next morning Beverly and Lenora rose earlier 
than usual, breakfasted hastily, and drove out to Long 
Island to the Stanton house to renew their search for a 
clue. 

Dew made the foliage wet and fragrant. The sun 
made sparkling diamonds of the drops on leaves and 
grass. Birds chirped energetically in the treetops, and 
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a brown rabbit scurried across the drive out of their 
way. 

“I am not a country girl,” Lenora sighed, “but when 
I see it at this time of the day I love it. Everything 
seems so fresh and newly made.” 

With a sigh she turned toward the house. 

“Shall we get started? Secret hiding places are my 
meat. Remember how the money in the mystery play 
last night was hidden in a cupboard in the cellar? Are 
there any cupboards in this cellar?” 

“T’ve never been in the cellar,” Beverly confessed. 

“You've overlooked the most likely place,” Lenora 
pointed out. “It’s a good thing you brought me with 
you. Shall we start there?” 

“Very well,” Beverly agreed. “But I hope all the mice 
are snoring in their holes.” 

Lenora paused on the steps and glanced uneasily at 
her companion. 

“Are you teasing?” she asked hopefully. 

“Of course,” Beverly laughed. “Let’s see if Mrs. 
Marsden locked the door when she left last night.” 

The door swung inward easily under Beverly’s 
touch. 

“She probably thought no one would want the old 
furniture enough to steal it,” Lenora decided. 

“Mr. Coombs will certainly be upset when he learns 
how many people have been in and out of the house,” 
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Beverly commented. “He'll never protect the property 
just by keeping the keys.” 

The girls walked the length of the deserted hall and 
paused at the cellar door to switch on their flashlight. 
The gleam revealed a flight of dusty, wooden steps de- 
scending to an earthen floor. 

“T don’t think I’m going to like this,” Lenora gri- 
maced. 

Beverly took the first step downward. 

“Coming?” 

“T—I’m right behind you,” Lenora replied nervously. 

The girls descended slowly. In the gleam from their 
flashlight and the light which filtered through the 
dirty windows at the front of the house, they could 
see broken crates and barrels littering the floor. Investi- 
gation revealed various articles of bric-a-brac probably 
gathered over the years by Frank Stanton on his many 
trips to odd corners of the world. They were examin- 
ing a piece of Dresden china when they suddenly froze 
to attention and exchanged startled glances. 

“Beverly—” Lenora whispered. “We aren’t alone in 
the house!” 


CHAPTER XIV 


A Hoax 


Tue sound was directly overhead—floorboards creaked 
as stealthy footsteps moved ever closer to the cellar 
door. 

With one accord the girls snapped off their flash- 
light and retreated to a spot beneath the cellar stairs. 

“What’ll we do?” Lenora whispered, her lips close 
to Beverly’s ear. 

Beverly placed a warning finger against her lips, and 
the girls crouched in tense silence amid the dust and 
the cobwebs. 

“Do you suppose it’s a spirit left over from last 
night?” Lenora breathed. 

Beverly shook her head smilingly and gestured up- 
ward as a furtive step sounded on the stairs. 

Breathlessly the girls waited as, step by step, the un- 


known descended the stairs. Halfway down, the foot- 
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falls stopped, and the girls could picture a figure lean- 
ing over, peering through the shadows. Whoever it was 
stood there several minutes and then, evidently satis- 
fied that no one was there, went back up the 
stairs. 

Beverly slipped out of their hiding place and tiptoed 
to the steps. Lenora tried to restrain her, but Beverly 
was anxious to catch a glimpse of the stranger. She 
ascended with light, cautious steps and peeped into the 
hall. It was empty. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Lenora said behind her. 

“We've only begun our search,” Beverly returned. 

“It ended when I heard those footsteps,” Lenora 
said bluntly. “I don’t like the idea of someone snooping 
after us.” 

“T want to find out who it is,” Beverly replied. “Wait 
for me in the car if you want to.” 

“N-no,” Lenora decided. “I'll trail along with you.” 

As silently as shadows the girls moved from room to 
room on the first floor, expecting to burst upon the un- 
known at any moment. Instead, they found each room 
empty. 

“Shall we go upstairs?” Lenora whispered, and 
groaned when Beverly nodded. “How do we get our- 
selves into such predicaments?” 

They mounted the stairs slowly and began going 
from one room to another. Floorboards squeaked un- 
der them, and once a door swung noisily shut. 
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“Shshsh!” Beverly cautioned. 

“No one can say we're the quiet type,” Lenora gig- 
gled nervously. 

“We're certainly giving the unknown fair warning 
that we’re coming,” Beverly said disgustedly. 

A sound floated up to the girls. It was the closing of 
the front door. 

They ran downstairs and were in time to see a figure 
disappear into the foliage at the far end of the 
driveway. 

“Did you recognize him?” Lenora asked. 

Beverly shook her head. 

“He was too far away and half hidden by the trees, 
but I have my suspicions. Come on, the treasure hunt 
is postponed until tomorrow. I want to get back to 
town and talk to Julia Peters.” 

“Whoever it was—he must have been the reason the 
door was unlocked,” Lenora commented. “Someone 
must have been hiding in the house. Do you suppose it 
might have been the man who left his fez at our place 
last night?” 

“I don’t know,” Beverly frowned, “but I’m going to 
find out.” 

The girls left the house on Long Island and drove 
back to Manhattan. At the Tribune office, Beverly’s 
telephone was ringing as they approached her 
desk. 

“I didn’t know whether or not you would be in the 
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office today since it is Saturday,” Julia Peters’ voice said. 
“I think ’'m on to something and I wondered if you 
wanted to go along with me.” 

“Of course I'll go,” Beverly said promptly. “What 
is it?” 

“I haven’t time to explain it all now,” Julia said. 
“You'll have to hurry. Can you get to the Charlton 
Arms in five minutes?” 

“Tl certainly try,” Beverly declared and replaced the 
telephone. 

“What’s up?” Lenora asked. 

“T don’t know,” Beverly returned, snatching up her 
handbag. “I’m to meet Julia in five minutes.” 

“T have a date with Terry,” Lenora wailed, “and I'll 
miss the excitement!” 

“Tell you all about it later,” Beverly called over her 
shoulder on the way to the door. 

Beverly got into her car and turned uptown. Julia 
had said she was going to talk to Mrs. Marsden this 
morning. What had happened to make her telephone 
in such a mysterious manner? 

Fortunately for Beverly, traffic was in her favor and 
she had to stop only once before she came in sight of 
the towering stone structure where their mystery 
woman had her apartment. 

Julia Peters was waiting on the corner and beckoned 
to Beverly. She got in beside the young reporter and 
sat back with a relieved sigh. 
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“They just drove off—north—toward the bridge. I 
think we can catch up to them.” 

Beverly swung into the line of traffic. 

“Tell me what this is all about.” 

“It’s Mrs. Marsden, of course,” Julia replied. “I think 
she’s on her way to meet Johnny Saunders.” 

“Johnny!” Beverly echoed. “I thought—” 

“We thought he’d gone back to sea,” Julia inter- 
rupted in agreement. “But I’m sure it was Johnny she 
talked to on the telephone this morning when I was 
with her.” 

“Then he’s fooled us all,” Beverly said in chagrin, 
“but I should have expected something like this. If he’s 
really after Frank Stanton’s secret he wouldn’t run 
away.” 

“Look—up ahead!” Julia cried. “There is her car. 
They must have been slowed by the traffic.” 

“We won't lose sight of them now,” Beverly prom- 
ised. 

“Don’t get too close,” Julia said. “We don’t want 
them to know they are being followed.” 

Beverly nodded. 

“Tell me what happened this morning.” 

“Mrs. Marsden told me she no longer needed my 
services,” Julia answered. “She paid me in full and dis- 
missed me. It was while we were talking that the tele- 
phone rang. I saw her look at me before she answered 
the voice at the other end, and she was mighty cautious 
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in what she said. I gathered she would meet him in an 
hour. At least, if it isn’t Johnny, it may give us a clue to 
another member of the gang.” 

“Look!” Beverly exclaimed. “They’re heading for 
the bridge.” 

With every mile that passed it became more evident 
to the girls where the black car was going. 

“The road to the Frank Stanton house,” Julia mur- 
mured. 

“I wonder if it is Johnny and if he might be using 
the house as his hiding place,” Beverly murmured. “He 
could have been the ‘spirit’ last night and he could have 
been the man Lenora and I saw this morning.” 

The two cars continued on and soon the Stanton 
house loomed up through the trees. To the girls’ sur- 
prise the limousine did not turn into the narrow drive- 
way but continued on the main road until they came to 
a motor court about a mile beyond. 

There were ten cabins, shining white against a back- 
ground of thick shrubs and trees, with automobiles 
parked beside several of them. 

The black limousine turned off the road and drove 
up to cabin number five. Beverly continued on and 
drove into the service station adjacent to the court. 

“If we stay on this side of the shrubbery we should 
be able to get close to cabin five without being seen,” 
Julia proposed. 


Beverly ordered some gasoline from the service sta- 
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tion attendant, and while he was putting it in the tank 
the girls walked back toward the motor court. They 
slipped through the trees like shadows until they stood 
behind cabin five. Fortunately for them the window 
was open, and by crouching close to the building be- 
neath it they could hear what went on inside. 

“Tt took you long enough to come to the door,” Mrs. 
Marsden was saying. 

“T was getting ice for my eye,” a voice replied—and 
it was Johnny Saunders’ voice. 

“Tt 2s Johnny!” Julia squeezed Beverly’s hand. 

“What happened here?” Mrs. Marsden continued. 
“The cabin is a mess—and your eye is swollen—” 

“T had a visitor,” Johnny said angrily. “We had quite 
a to-do about things. He wanted Frank Stanton’s nep- 
hew to talk about the map of Egypt which his uncle 
fetta 

“Johnny! What did you tell him?” Mrs. Marsden ex- 
claimed. 

“What do you think I told him?” Johnny demanded. 
“Anyway, I haven’t even found the map yet, but he 
wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. Lucky thing for me 
the manager of the court came by and heard the hassle. 
When he came in the fellow ran.” 

“Who was he?” Mrs. Marsden asked. “Did you rec- 
ognize him?” 

“T’ve seen him before,” Johnny replied. “He followed 
me for days. I told you about him.” 
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“The Egyptian?” Mrs. Marsden murmured. “It must 
be one of Zeser’s men.” 

Beverly’s heart leaped. Zeser was on her list of sus- 
pects because of last night, and now— 

“Zeser was on the Beechwood,” Johnny reminded his 
visitor. “He knows I’m not Stanton’s nephew.” 

“Nevertheless, he may think you know something,” 
Mrs. Marsden replied. “Remember, you were afraid he 
suspected you were the one who broke into Stanton’s 
cabin.” 

“Did you learn anything from the real nephew?” 
Johnny asked. 

“No,” she sighed. “It is unfortunate he had to appear 
and spoil our plans.” 

“Did last night’s show impress him?” 

“Not as much as we had hoped. I think he suspects 
something. He traveled all around town this morning 
but never left Manhattan. Paul was following him.” 

“He sent his reporter friend to the Stanton house in- 
stead,” Johnny told her. “If we don’t act fast we'll lose 
everything. Coombs will be back and he will turn 
everything over to the real nephew. I want to find the 
map now! You've got to help me.” 

“T thought we could work together,” she said slowly, 
“but I don’t quite trust you, Johnny.” 

“Maybe I had big ideas in the beginning,” Johnny 
confessed, “but I’ve learned my lesson. Something like 
this takes teamwork. I need you and you need me—last 
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night showed you that. Who would have played Uncle 
Frank if I hadn’t been there? The trouble is, I think 
that reporter suspects just that.” 

“T thought you had it planned so the reporter would 
think you had left town on the Beechwood,’ Mrs. 
Marsden said. 

“T did,” Johnny insisted. “I paid the first mate to lie 
for me and he did. But there’s another reporter on my 
trail now, too—the one whose car I stole. Quite by ac- 
cident I ran into her this morning. I gave her the slip 
but I don’t know for how long.” 

Kay! Beverly thought. The Sun reporter was on the 
trail again. 

“You’ve had a week to find the map and the emer- 
alds,” Mrs. Marsden continued, “but you haven’t ac- 
complished a thing.” 

“How could I?” Johnny defended himself. “Every 
time I go to the house someone else pops up. I need 
time to work undisturbed.” 

“We must hurry,” Mrs. Marsden added. “I am afraid 
if the nephew becomes really suspicious he will go to 
the police.” 

“Tll try once more tomorrow,” Johnny said. “I'll 
spend the day if necessary and go over the old house 
from top to cellar.” 

“T'll do what I can to see that you are not disturbed,” 
Mrs. Marsden told him. 

“Good! If only you could find some way to keep 
those snoopy reporters away from me—” 
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“Tl see what can be done,” Mrs. Marsden promised. 

“What about the Egyptian?” Johnny added. “Sup- 
pose he comes back ?” 

“You’d better change your cabin and go into hid- 
ing,” Mrs. Marsden advised. “Remember, you must find 
the map tomorrow. We can’t delay here any longer.” 

“T can’t do it all,” Johnny said irritably. “You’ve got 
to keep James Stanton and the reporters away from the 
house tomorrow so that I can go through it thoroughly. 
If necessary, something could happen to Stanton—” 

“No,” Mrs. Marsden said firmly. “We are in enough 
trouble, we don’t want anything like that.” 

“Just something to keep him occupied tomorrow,” 
Johnny insisted. 

“Tl think it over,” Mrs. Marsden said. “Id better go 
now. We shouldn't be seen together, and if you think 
either of those reporters may be around—” 

“T think we’re safe enough here,” Johnny said. 

Julia nudged Beverly. Together they crept away 
from the cabin and hurried back to Beverly’s car. 

“Let me off in front of the Charlton Arms,” Julia 
proposed. “I am going to watch Mrs. Marsden and try 
to learn what she proposes to do tomorrow. Where will 
I be able to reach you?” 

“T’m going to stop at the Tribune office for a few 
minutes and talk to my editor. After that I'll be at our 
apartment.” 

“T’'ll let you know what is happening—if I can,” Julia 
promised. 


CHAPTER XV 


Kidnaped 


Beverty drove to the parking lot across from the news- 
paper office, left her car, and went up to her desk. De- 
spite the fact that it was Saturday and swiftly approach- 
ing evening, she found Charlie Blaine at his desk. She 
told him of the latest developments in the story she was 
after, including the attempted robbery of the girls’ 
apartment. 

“Tt looks as though you are walking on dangerous 
ground,” Blaine said with a frown. “Be careful, 
Beverly.” 

“If everything works out as I hope it will, we should 
have the end of the Frank Stanton story tomorrow,” 
Beverly told him. 

“I hope so,” Blaine declared. “I’ve another assign- 
ment waiting for you.” 


“Never a dull moment!” Beverly told herself as she 
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left the Tribune building and started for her car. She 
was up to her ears in mystery now and another one was 
waiting! 

Beverly opened the door to her car and got in. At the 
same time the door opposite her opened and a dark- 
haired, swarthy individual slid onto the seat beside her. 
The next moment she was pushed to the center of the 
seat and another man slid behind the wheel. 

“Don’t make a sound,” the man on her right com- 
manded, drawing a knife from his sleeve. 

The man behind the wheel expertly guided the car 
from the parking lot and turned it into the heavy 
trafic while Beverly sat in frozen silence waiting for 
what would come next. 

They rode several blocks without a word being 
spoken. 

“Who are you?” Beverly demanded at last. “What is 
the meaning of this?” 

“You will learn soon enough,” was the non-commit- 
tal reply in a guttural voice. 

It was completely dark now and as they rode 
through the streets the lights gleamed now and then 
on the blade of the knife the one man held so caress- 
ingly in his hand. 

Beverly began to wonder how this ride would end. 
She had been thinking the mystery was almost solved, 
but now she was in it deeper than ever. 

Where had these men come from? How long had 
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they been watching her—and why? With each passing 
moment the silence grew more ominous. She glanced 
at one threatening figure and then the other. The dark- 
ness made them appear even more vicious than they 
probably were. 

“This is ridiculous,” Beverly said clearly, deciding to 
appear braver than she actually felt. “Do you know the 
penalty for kidnaping?” 

Only silence greeted her words, so she decided to try 
another approach. 

“Did either of you gentlemen lose a fez in my apart- 
ment last night?” 

There was no reply, but the men exchanged dark 
glances, and the ride continued. 

Beverly wondered what would happen, when they 
slowed down at a cross street, if she suddenly let out a 
piercing scream to attract attention. Then she glanced 
at the grim, set face of the man on her right and down 
at the knife in his hand. He looked quite capable of 
using the weapon, so she decided to be still and wait. 

Just how long would the ride continue? Would she 
be free to take part in the action planned for tomorrow 
morning? She did not feel that these two men were in 
any way connected with Mrs. Marsden, but she re- 
membered the Egyptian about whom Johnny had 
spoken. He might have meant one of these men. 

Where were they taking her and what was their pur- 
pose? It must be in connection with the Stanton story, 


Kidnaped 133 


but what did they hope to gain from her? She was not 
the heir. 

The driver said something to his companion in a 
language Beverly did not understand. A shrug was the 
only reply. 

“Tell me,” Beverly murmured, “did Zeser send you to 
kidnap me?” 

The driver made an unintelligible comment to his 
partner and the man grunted in reply. 

The car turned down a side street and Beverly leaned 
forward to watch the direction they took. Soon it was 
obvious their destination was the Midtown Tunnel and 
Long Island. 

When they left the brightly lighted tunnel exits be- 
hind and continued out into the darker countryside she 
felt more confused. It was not the road to the Frank 
Stanton house, and in the darkness she could not tell 
exactly where they were. 

Eventually they came to a halt before a house almost 
totally hidden from the road by a dense growth of trees 
and shrubs. There was a dim light in one room on the 
ground floor. The rest of the house was in darkness. 

The men escorted Beverly up a narrow winding path 
to the door. The three stepped into a dimly lighted re- 
ception hall and crossed to the room from which the 
light had come. One man stayed with Beverly while 
the other man went into the room and closed the door 


behind him. 
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The house was silent and in heavy shadow. There 
was no sound to indicate any occupant. 

After a few minutes, however, Beverly could hear an 
unintelligible murmur of voices and she waited in 
growing suspense. Who was her mysterious host? 

At last the door opened and the man who had driven 
her car motioned her into the room. She advanced 
slowly and cautiously to meet the man behind this 
kidnaping. 

The man who stood awaiting her was the man she 
had seen in Ismail Zeser’s office. Zeser had called him 
Pasha-el-Hassain and seemed to have complete confi- 
dence in him. He would be amazed to learn of his em- 
ployee’s treachery. Or would he? Perhaps this man was 
acting upon Zeser’s orders. 

“What is the meaning of all this?” Beverly de- 
manded in what she hoped was a brave tone of voice. 
“T demand to be released immediately.” 

Pasha smiled slowly and when he spoke his voice was 
soft and unruffled. 

“In good time, Miss Gray—after we have talked 
about Frank Stanton’s emeralds.” 

“What makes you think I have his emeralds?” Bev- 
erly countered. 

“I was in Zeser’s office yesterday,” Pasha reminded 
her. “We both know you have the emeralds.” 

Beverly sighed. Her own trick had boomeranged. 

“I suppose that is what led you to enter our apart- 


Kidnaped 135 


ment last night,” she said. “I am sure the police will be 
interested in the fez you lost.” 

“T am not a patient man and I do not bargain,” Pasha 
said angrily. “This is a very isolated house, Miss Gray.” 
His dark eyes studied her with a cold cruelty that re- 
minded Beverly of a snake. “No one knows you are 
here. It would be better for you to give me the emer- 
alds now or tell me where I can get them.” 

Beverly stood quietly before him. The other two men 
watched in a silence that grew more threatening every 
minute. 

Slowly Beverly opened her handbag and drew forth 
the tissue-wrapped stones. Pasha seized them eagerly, 
studied and weighed them in his hand. A moment 
later he flung them back at her. 

“Tricks will only make me angry, Miss Gray. I want 
the real emeralds.” 

“These are the only ones I have,” Beverly said. “We 
haven’t found the real stones.” 

“T do not believe you,” Pasha said wrathfully. “As 
I told you before, this is a very isolated house. It is also 
a very old one. It has a dark, damp cellar full of crawl- 
ing things. Perhaps a few hours there will help you 
remember where you put the real emeralds. Take her 
away!” 

One of the two silent men seized Beverly’s arm and 
pulled her into the hall. Roughly he propelled her to- 
ward a door at the far end. 
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For once Beverly’s courage failed her. The prospect of 
many hours in the blackness of a cellar crawling with 
nameless horrors was almost too much to bear. But es- 
cape was impossible—and she had no emeralds with 
which to buy her freedom. 

The man opened the cellar door. Just as a scream of 
panic rose in Beverly’s throat, a hand appeared, broke 
the man’s grip on Beverly’s arm, shoved him down into 
the darkness, and locked the door upon him. 

“Larry! Is it really you, Larry?” 

For a moment she stood in the circle of Larry’s arms, 
sobbing with relief at her narrow escape. 

“We’ve got to get out of here,” Larry whispered. “We 
can’t fight them all. Come, this way!” 

He drew her along the narrow hall, through the 
kitchen to the back door. Already the man in the cellar 
was pounding upon the door, giving the alarm. 

“We'll have to hurry,” Larry whispered. 

They gained the cool darkness outside and ran to 
Beverly’s car. Beverly sat beside Larry while he released 
the brake and let the car coast down the hill without 
starting the motor. She looked back once and saw three 
figures silhouetted in the light of the open front door. 
About a hundred yards from the house Larry turned 
on the ignition and they sped toward town. 

“How did you appear at just the right moment?” 
Beverly asked wonderingly. “What magic told you I 
needed help?” 
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“It was no magic,” Larry replied gently. “I’ve been 
worried that you would get into trouble with all this 
fuss about Jim’s inheritance. I decided to meet you to- 
night. I was waiting for you when I saw those two 
characters looking over your car. I felt they were up 
to no good. They saw you coming, and while they 
talked over what to do I slipped unseen into the back 
of the car and crouched on the floor.” 

“Were you there all through that awful ride?” Bev- 
erly asked in amazement. 

Larry grinned and nodded. 

“They weren’t really very good kidnapers. Neither 
of them thought to look in the back of the car, and they 
left the back door of the house open.” 

“Thank goodness!” Beverly sighed. “I think I would 
have gone mad in that cellar.’ She shivered at the 
thought. 

“Tt’s all over now,” Larry comforted her. “I'll take 
you home, darling. You need some rest.” 

“First of all, take me to Inspector Travers,” Beverly 
returned. “I want to talk to him about what has hap- 
pened. I’m sure those men won’t linger at the house 
long enough for him to get there now, but I can at 
least give him a description of them.” 

“Did you recognize any of them?” Larry asked. 

“The leader works for Ismail Zeser,” Beverly replied. 
“One of the other men seemed familiar, too, but I can’t 
remember where I saw him before.” 
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“Zeser? The Egyptian importer, author, lecturer, 
et cetera?” Larry murmured. “Frank Stanton certainly 
must have hit on something special.” 

“Everything points to it,” Beverly agreed. 

“Do you want to stop at the office now, too?” 

“No,” Beverly said slowly. “I hope to write the end- 
ing to the Frank Stanton story tomorrow morning, 
and I'll keep tonight’s adventure to incorporate in 
that.” 

Larry’s hand covered hers and squeezed it. 

“You’re still shaking. We’re going to stop at Smitty’s. 
You need a hot cup of tea to calm your nerves. You can 
telephone Inspector Travers from there.” 

“Very well,” Beverly agreed. “I wish I knew where 
those men are going now.” 

Beverly made her telephone call as soon as they 
reached the little restaurant, but she could not speak 
with the inspector. She left a message for him to call 
her at home, and then she and Larry sat talking over 
the evening’s adventure. 

It was more than an hour later when they went on to 
Mrs. Callahan’s and Beverly opened the front door. As 
on a previous occasion, the hall was in unusual dark- 
ness, and silence held the building in its grip. 

“The tenants are either out or they retire early,” 
Larry commented. 

“Mrs. Callahan is away for a week, but I don’t under- 
stand this,” Beverly murmured. 
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“Where is the light switch?” Larry asked, fumbling 
about in the dark. “Oh, here it is!” 

In a moment light flooded the stairs and hall. 

“What’s wrong?” Larry demanded anxiously. 

Beverly was standing at the foot of the stairs, grip- 
ping the banister with both hands, an odd, frightened 
expression on her face. 

“I don’t know what it is,” she said in scarcely more 
than a whisper, “but something is wrong! I feel it! 
Come upstairs with me, Larry.” 

“Of course, dear.” 

They started slowly up the stairs, their pace increas- 
ing as they neared the girls’ apartment. When they 
reached the fourth floor they hesitated and exchanged 
worried glances. The door to the girls’ apartment stood 
wide open, but the living room beyond was in dark- 
ness. 

“Larry—something zs wrong!” Beverly whispered. 

“Take it easy,” Larry counseled. 

He entered first and switched on the lights. The 
room looked as though a cyclone had passed through 
it. Hastily Larry went from room to room. 

“There is no one here now,” he reported, “and this is 
the only room that is upset. What do you suppose hap- 
pened P” 

Beverly shook her head and began to look around. 

“If only we had come right home,” she said. “We 
might have done something to prevent it.” 


140 Beverly Gray’s Scoop 


Larry looked around, shaking his head. 

“Can you tell if anything has been stolen? You don’t 
keep your jewelry in here, and it doesn’t look as though 
the bedroom were touched at all.” 

Beverly stooped and retrieved a slipper from the floor 
close to the door. Its mate was nowhere to be seen. 

“It’s Lois’s,” she said slowly. “I wonder what it is do- 
ing lying there—and where is the other slipper?” 

“Perhaps whoever it was, was frightened off before 
they got beyond this room,” Larry frowned. 

While they were trying to fathom what had hap- 
pened, the telephone rang. It was Jim and he seemed to 
be bursting with news. 

“Beverly, Mr. Coombs is back and I’ve talked with 
him. He has given me the— Look, I’m coming over. 
I’ve got to talk this over with you.” 

He rang off and Beverly turned to Larry. 

“Jim is coming over right away.” 

“Look, Bev.” Larry picked a small gold object up 
from the floor. “Isn’t this Lois’s bracelet ?” 

“She wears it all the time,” Beverly nodded. “Her 
bracelet—her slipper by the door—the mess the room is 
in—Larry, I’m beginning to be frightened again.” 

“What’s going on here?” 

Lenora and Terry stood in the doorway. 

“Beverly Gray! What’s the idea of tearing our living 
room apart?” 

In spite of her anxiety, Beverly smiled. 
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“Not guilty, and we don’t know who is. Lenora, do 
you know what plans Lois had for tonight?” 

“T don’t think she had any,” Lenora answered. “She 
told me she wanted to finish some drawings and wash 
her hair. Of course she might have changed her mind. 
Maybe she is out with Shirley.” 

“Who is with Shirley?” that red-haired young lady 
asked, entering with her fiancé, Roger Garrett, at that 
moment. 

“Lois,” Beverly answered. “Do you know anything 
about her?” 

“Did she do this?” Roger asked, indicating the havoc 
of the room. 

“We don’t know,” Beverly answered. “We are trying 
to find out who did.” 

“The fellow came back for his fez!” Lenora guessed 
at once. 

“But he didn’t take it.” Shirley indicated the fez still 
reposing on Beverly’s desk. 

“Tell us how you found the room,” Terry proposed. 

“The door was wide open, the room dark, and every- 
thing just as you see it,” Larry explained. 

“Lois’s bracelet was on the floor beside the chair 
there, and one of her slippers was just inside the door 
—” Beverly added. 

“Where is the mate to the slipper?” Lenora asked, 
and dashed into the bedroom to find the answer to her 


own question. 
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“Tt isn’t here,” she reported a minute later. 

“I wonder—” Beverly murmured. 

“Wonder what?” Shirley demanded. “Do you think 
something has happened to Lois?” 

“Her handbag is still here, and so are her hat and 
coat,” Lenora reported further. “She wouldn’t go any- 
where without them.” 

-“Unless—unless she has been kidnaped,” Beverly said 
fearfully. 

“Kidnaped? Lois?” her friends echoed in amaze- 
ment. 

“But why?” 

“By whom?” 

“After what happened to me tonight—” Beverly 
began. 

At that moment Jim appeared in the open door. He 
stared at the room and gave a low whistle of amaze- 
ment. 

“What happened here?” 

Immediately everyone started talking at once, but he 
heard one statement above all the others. 

“Lois has been kidnaped!” 


CHAPTER XVI 


To the Rescue 


“Way should anyone kidnap Lois?” Jim demanded 
when he could make himself heard. 

“Beverly has a theory,” Larry said. “Tell them, Bev.” 

“Tt is my belief Lois was kidnaped by mistake,” Bev- 
erly said soberly. 

“By mistake!” echoed Jim. 

“In place of me,” Beverly nodded. She explained 
what had happened earlier in the evening, adding: “I 
believe they came here again looking for me. Lois must 
have been sitting in the dark watching television. We 
are the same size, and in the darkness they did not 
realize their mistake.” 

“They must realize it by this time,” commented 
Lenora. 

“What can we do?” Jim wanted to know. “We can’t 


just sit here.” 
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“Do you suppose they took her to the same house 
where they took you?” Terry asked. 

“They may have,” Larry declared, “but once they 
realize their mistake and know that Beverly is free to 
send the police—” 

“They will take her somewhere else and then we'll 
never find her,” Jim cried. 

The telephone rang sharply. 

“That must be Inspector Travers,” Beverly said and 
lifted the telephone to her ear. “Hello?” 

The voice that answered her was not that of the 
friendly policeman. This voice was deep and sinister 
and she recognized it instantly. She held up a warning 
hand to the others to be quiet so she would not miss a 
single word the man said. 

“Miss Gray?” 

Just the sound of his voice sent a shiver of loathing 
over her. 

“Year 

“As you have no doubt learned by this time,” Pasha’s 
voice went on, “we have made an unfortunate mistake.” 

“Yes,” Beverly said again and waited, knowing full 
well there was more to come. 

Her friends stood tense and silent, all eyes turned to 
her, waiting anxiously on her every word. 

“I feel our mistake may yet prove profitable,” Pasha 
went on. “The young lady says she is engaged to James 
Stanton, heir to Frank Stanton’s estate, but beyond that 
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she knows nothing of his inheritance or relationship 
with his uncle.” 

Beverly waited, admitting nothing, guessing at his 
strategy. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” Lenora muttered nervously. “Is that 
all she can say?” 

“Shsh!” Shirley warned. 

“The young man should be willing to exchange his 
emeralds and map for so charming a fiancée, don’t you 
agree?” Pasha asked. 

“T must ask him,” Beverly evaded. “He’s right here.” 

“As you wish,” Pasha said. “I will wait one minute.” 

Beverly covered the mouthpiece of the telephone 
with her hand and turned to Jim. 

“They’ve got Lois and they want the emeralds and 
the map in exchange.” 

“You don’t have the real stones,” Lenora gasped. 

“Tell him yes,” Jim directed. “We'll stall somehow 
until we get to Lois, and then—” 

“Are you still on the wire, Miss Gray?” Pasha’s voice 
was clear in Beverly’s ear. 

“We have no choice but to agree,” Beverly replied. 
“How shall it be done?” 

“You will bring them to the house where you were 
earlier tonight,” he said quickly. “Do you think you 
can find the way?” 

“T believe I can,” Beverly answered. 

“Do not request the police to interfere,’ Pasha 
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warned smoothly. “That would be most unfortunate 
for your friend. Do you understand P” 

“T understand,” Beverly said quietly. 

“Come alone, and come at once,” he added further. 
“T do not like delays.” 

Beverly replaced the telephone, thinking that Lois 
wouldn’t like any delay either. 

“That was the most one-sided conversation I ever 
heard,” Lenora declared. “What did he say?” 

“Where is Lois?” added Jim anxiously. 

Beverly swiftly repeated Pasha’s instructions. 

“He holds the winning card and he knows it,” Lenora 
sighed. “What are you going to do?” 

“IT am going after Lois,” Jim said, “and I may have 
the winning card after all.” 

“On the telephone you said something about Mr. 
Coombs—” Beverly began. 

“He returned this afternoon and we had a long talk,” 
Jim said. “He gave me the keys to the house, and a let- 
ter that Uncle Frank had entrusted to him. In the let- 
ter he told me about the emeralds, where to find them, 
and also where to find the map of the spot in Egypt 
where he planned to look for more.” 

“When Johnny Saunders sent Mr. Coombs out of 
town on a hoax he defeated his own purpose. Mr. 
Coombs had the information he wanted all the time!” 
Lenora exclaimed. 

“What about Lois?” Shirley put in urgently. 
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“Do you have the real emeralds now?” added 
Beverly. 

“The emeralds and the map are out at the house,” 
Jim frowned. “I didn’t have a chance to go and get 
them.” 

“Pasha is not a patient man,” Beverly reminded 
them. “He won’t wait long—” 

“We'll go and see him and maybe we can strike a 
bargain,” Jim declared. “It’s our only chance. We 
haven’t time to go out to the house and get—” 

“That’s for tomorrow,” agreed Beverly. 

“Then what are we waiting for?” Jim demanded at 
once. “Let’s go after Lois.” 

“Wait!” Larry stopped his friend at the door. “We 
should think about what we are going to do when we 
get there.” 

“He’s right,” Terry spoke up. “We'll all go, but it 
would not be very wise to rush into the place like wild 
men. I believe this Pasha fellow is shrewd and clever. 
He might be waiting for something like that.” 

“If only the police could go with us,” Shirley sighed. 

“We can call them later,” Roger proposed. “The four 
of us should be able to do something.” 

“Four of you?” Lenora echoed. “Count again, Roger, 
old boy! Beverly and Shirley and I make seven of us.” 

“This is one time when there might be more safety 
in numbers,” Terry agreed reluctantly. 

“J think Jim and I should enter the house and talk to 
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Pasha,” Beverly proposed. “The rest of you can be our 
rear guard.” 

“A couple of flies stepping into the spider’s parlor,” 
Lenora muttered. 

“I suppose we can’t plan exactly what we will do un- 
til we see what the situation there will be,” Larry said 
slowly. “We'll have to act quickly and instinctively.” 

“Let’s get started,” Jim urged again. “We can talk 
on the way out.” 

“Terry, Lenora, and Shirley will come in my car 
with me,” Roger told Larry. “You know the way, so we 
will follow you.” 

Five minutes later they were speeding to their ren- 
dezvous. 

“T never thought I’d see that house again,” Beverly 
declared, sitting between Jim and Larry as the latter 
drove. 

“You were going to get some rest,” Larry said softly. 
“Poor Beverly.” 

“The thought of Lois chased away all my tiredness,” 
Beverly returned. 

“You can stay in the car,” Jim proposed. “Ill go in 
alone and talk to this Pasha person.” 

“That might not work,” Beverly said. “He knows 
me, so I'll go with you.” 

In the darkness they almost missed the drive leading 
to the hidden house. They tried to make as little noise 
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as possible, especially the second car of young people, 
since Beverly was supposed to have come alone. 

Beverly and Jim left the car and walked up the drive 
to the heavy wooden door. Jim wielded the heavy 
knocker and they waited. 

The wind sighed through the trees like ghostly 
voices whispering about them. 

At that moment the door opened and one of the two 
men who had abducted Beverly earlier in the evening 
motioned them to enter. 

Pasha was waiting in the same dimly lighted room. 
His two henchmen came and stood by like watchful 
statues. 

Lois was not present. 

“You were to come alone,” the Egyptian said to 
Beverly. 

“This is James Stanton,” Beverly explained. “The 
emeralds belong to him.” 

“Did you bring them?” Pasha demanded quickly. 

Before Jim could reply one of the other men ap- 
proached Pasha and whispered something to him. 

“T do not take kindly to trickery, Miss Gray,” the 
Egyptian said angrily. “You were warned—” 

“This is no trick,” Beverly said in surprise. 

“My man tells me this not James Stanton, the heir,” 
Pasha answered. “Yet you bring him here as such. Is 
not that trickery? You will regret—” 
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“Let me explain,” Jim interrupted. “I am James 
Stanton and I can prove it. There is another man who 
has been posing as me in an effort to gain my uncle’s 
estate.” 

It was now that Beverly recognized the man who 
had spoken to Pasha. He was the man she had bumped 
into outside the Seaman’s Hotel the day she was look- 
ing for Johnny Saunders. The Egyptian must have 
been spying upon the wrong man. He had thought 
Johnny was the heir, just as Julia Peters had in the be- 
ginning. This might even be the mysterious Egyptian 
who had attacked Johnny in his cabin at the motor 
court. 

“The other man also wants the emeralds,” Beverly 
said aloud. 

Pasha looked dubiously at the young people before 
him. 

“There is one way to make sure you are the man you 
claim to be,” he decided at last. “The young lady said 
she is engaged to James Stanton. If she recognizes you 
I will believe you. Bring her here,” he told one of his 
men. 

Beverly and Jim wanted to see Lois and they could 
scarcely conceal their satisfaction at the way Pasha was 
granting their silent wish. They waited anxiously while 
their host watched them in calculating silence. 

At last the door opened and Lois entered. 

“Jim! Jim—I knew you’d come!” 
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She ran into the arms of the tall young man who 
came to meet her. 

“Are you satisfied P” Beverly asked the Egyptian. 

“A very touching scene, but it does not give me what 
I want,” Pasha shrugged. “Where are the jewels and 
the map?” 

“The only emeralds we have now are the ones I 
showed you earlier tonight,” Beverly replied slowly. 
“However—” 

“You dare to come here without the genuine 
stones?” he interrupted furiously, sweeping aside what- 
ever else she wanted to say. 

“Lock them in the cellar,” he directed his men. 

“Wait!” Jim said. “I can get the stones and the map 
if you will give me time.” 

Pasha regarded him skeptically. 

“Where are they?” 

“At my uncle’s house. It may take me a little while, 
but Pll find them.” 

“My men will go with you—but the young ladies 
will remain here,” Pasha decided after a moment’s 
thought. 

“Don’t leave us here, Jim!” Lois pleaded. 

“It won’t be long,” Jim said. “Tl hurry.” 

“But you'll be giving your inheritance away!” Lois 
protested further. “I won’t let you do it!” 

“He has no choice if the three of you wish to leave 
here unharmed,” Pasha said dryly. 
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Beverly thought of their friends waiting outside. 
They were unarmed but willing to rush to the aid of 
the three in the house. However, someone most cer- 
tainly would be hurt. It might be better to let Jim give 
his emeralds and map to Pasha, and then let the police 
find the Egyptian and get them back. 

Pasha spoke to his men in a language the others did 
not understand. The men motioned Jim to precede 
them, and they left. When they had gone, Pasha turned 
to the girls. 

“We will wait here until they return with the emer- 
alds. Please be seated.” 

Beverly and Lois sat side by side on a cold leather 
divan while their host, after locking the door and pock- 
eting the key, chose an armchair by the window and 
watched them with his small, dark, snakelike eyes. 

Beverly wondered how her friends waiting outside 
had managed to escape detection when Jim and the 
two men left the house. They must have gone into 
hiding as soon as Beverly and Jim had gone inside. 
Perhaps Jim had been able to give them a signal to 
watch and wait for his return. 

She wondered where Jim would find the stones and 
map. After all the searching that had been done in the 
old house, it must be a completely unthought-of hid- 
ing place. 

“Oh, Beverly!” a thin, wavering sigh escaped Lois. 
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The waiting and suspense, under the calculating eyes 
of Pasha, were becoming nerve-racking. 

Beverly’s fingers intertwined with Lois’s and she 
wished she could tell her friend of the others outside. 
Just the knowledge of their presence helped sustain 
Beverly, but anything she said to Lois would be heard 
by Pasha. Under no circumstances did she want to re- 
veal her friends’ presence to him. 

An hour passed, and then a half hour more. Even 
Pasha was becoming impatient and restless. 

The house was silent around them. From outside 
came the cry of a night bird and the sigh of the wind 
in the trees. 

At last they heard a car stop, and a moment later 
Pasha opened the door to his men and Jim. 

The Egyptians looked angry and they poured forth 
a volume of words in their language while Pasha lis- 
tened, his face growing darker every second. 

Jim, a bewildered frown on his face, looked at the 
girls. 

“I couldn’t find them,” he said. “I did what the letter 
told me, but they weren’t there.” 

“So!” Pasha’s voice was like the venomous hiss of a 
snake coiled to spring. “You try to trick me. You want 
me to believe you really do not have the emeralds and 
the map. You think I will let you go. My young friend, 
you could not be more mistaken!” 
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Angrily he threw open the door. Roger, Terry, and 
Larry blocked the threshold, and for an instant Pasha 
stared in speechless rage. 

Suddenly the light in the room went out. Those in 
the doorway to the lighted hall were silhouetted briefly 
before that light, too, was extinguished. A volley of 
shots rang out from Pasha and his men. Moving, strug- 
gling figures were everywhere. 

“This way!” someone whispered in Beverly’s ear. 

She attempted to retain hold of Lois’s hand, but 
found herself pulled away and drawn through the 
blackness and the melee into the hall toward the front 
door. Grunts and groans punctuated the air around her. 

“Beverly! Beverly, where are you?” Larry’s voice 
rose above the confusion. 

“Here!” she cried. 

Instantly the clasp on her wrist tightened and she 
began to wonder about the identity of her unseen com- 
panion. She had taken for granted that it was one of 
her friends, but if such were the case, he would not be 
trying to hurry her away from Larry. 

“Let go of me!” Beverly tried to twist free. 

The man’s grip tightened. With his other hand he 
pulled open the door. 

Someone had turned on the headlights of one of the 
cars in the driveway, and in their gleam Beverly recog- 
nized—Pasha. 

“T do not particularly wish to harm you,” he said, 


To the Rescue 155 


“but you will make an excellent hostage for me.” 

“No!” Beverly protested vigorously. 

“You would not want me to shoot one of your 
friends, either, would you?” he inquired grimly. 

Over her shoulder Beverly saw Larry and Terry pile 
through the doorway of the house. They were un- 
armed and helpless in the face of Pasha’s weapon. 

Slowly the Egyptian began to back away from the 
house down the driveway, using Beverly as a shield. 

“Look out, Beverly! 
hind them. 

Her words were followed by a storm of sticks and 
stones pelting down upon Beverly and her abductor. 
Abruptly Pasha released his hold upon Beverly and 
fled into the bushes. 

Larry and Terry ran in pursuit. They could be heard 
thrashing about in the shrubbery, but they returned 
empty-handed just as Jim, Lois, and Roger emerged 
from the house. 

“Were you hurt, Bev?” Lenora ran breathlessly up 
to her friend. “We didn’t want to hit you with any of 
our ammunition, but—” 

“It was an inspiration!” Beverly declared, hugging 
her friend warmly. “It certainly shook Pasha off in a 


” 


Lenora’s voice came from be- 


hurry.” 

“The other two got away through the window,” Jim 
reported. “I doubt if we could follow their trail in the 
darkness.” 
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“We'll call the police and let them do the chasing,” 
Larry decided. 

“Let’s get away from here,” Lois pleaded from the 
circle of Jim’s arm. 

She was apparently none the worse for her experi- 
ence. 

“We're glad to see you in one piece, chum,” Lenora 
declared. She smiled teasingly. “Don’t you know better 
than to play with such rough characters?” 

“T was sitting peacefully in our living room,” Lois 
exclaimed. “I had just finished my drawings and put 
out the light preparing to go wash my hair. I sat on the 
window seat to star-gaze for a moment and that’s when 
one of them slipped up behind me and threw a pillow- 
case over my head. I struggled—” 

“The living room showed that you did,” Lenora 
agreed. 

“But before I knew it, I was in their car and on the 
way here,” Lois continued. “I still don’t quite under- 
stand what it was all about.” 

“Tl explain it as we ride back to town,” Jim said. 

“We'd better stop at the first telephone and call the 
police,” Larry said. “Perhaps they will be able to find 
some clues as to where Pasha and his men have gone.” 

“I have my suspicions as to where they went,” Bev- 
erly said. “I may be wrong, but I want to find out now 
if Ismail Zeser is behind this. I’m going to his apart- 
ment.” 
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“Now?” the others were aghast. 

Beverly nodded firmly. 

“If these men were working for him they might go 
there to report what happened. If not—” 

“Tl go with you,” Jim agreed. 

“So will I,” added Larry. 

“We'll take Lois home with us,” Lenora proposed. 
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“Good hunting, chums! 


CHAPTER XVII 


The Emeralds 


Bevery and her companions stopped to let her tele- 
phone Inspector Travers and also to get Zeser’s home 
address from the telephone directory. 

Beverly told the police officer about the night’s events 
and he promised to take immediate action. 

“They probably won’t be in the house when we get 
there, but I'll go out and look around,” Inspector 
Travers told her. 

After that Beverly and her friends drove to the Park 
Towers, the building where Ismail Zeser had an apart- 
ment. The three young people entered the lobby to- 
gether and approached the desk. 

The bespectacled clerk regarded them with surprise 
and glanced at the clock. 

AY a7 

“What is the number of Mr. Zeser’s apartment?” 
Beverly asked. 
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“Twelve-twenty,” the clerk said, “but—” 

“We want to talk to Mr. Zeser,” Jim said. “Will you 
please telephone his apartment and tell him we are on 
our way up?” 

“Mr. Zeser has been entertaining other guests this 
evening,” the clerk said dubiously. “I—” 

At that moment an elevator door opened and a 
group of people in evening dress emerged. 

“Tt is important that we talk with Mr. Zeser at once,” 
Larry told the clerk. 

“These people are from his party—” the clerk began 
uncertainly, “so I guess it would be all right—” 

“Tell him Miss Gray must speak with him,” Beverly 
added. 

Reluctantly the clerk lifted the telephone. The young 
people who waited could not hear the reply from 
Zeser’s apartment, but judging by the expression on the 
clerk’s face, they knew their request had met with an 
unfavorable response. 

“Tell him we are coming up regardless of what he 
says,” Jim told the clerk firmly. 

Without waiting for the clerk’s reply, the three 
started for the elevator. It was a self-service type and 
though the clerk hurried from the desk to stop them, 
they were on their way before he reached the door. 

At the twelfth floor they got out and walked along 
the thickly carpeted hall until they stood outside suite 
twelve-twenty. 
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Larry pressed the door buzzer just as the door 
opened and more guests emerged. Zeser could be seen 
in the background. 

As soon as the Egyptian’s guests moved into the cor- 
ridor Beverly stepped quickly through the open door, 
followed by Larry and Jim. 

“What is the meaning of this?” Zeser demanded im- 
patiently. “Didn’t the clerk at the desk tell you I did 
not want to see anyone? Really, Miss Gray, your news- 
paper zeal—” 

“This is not newspaper zeal,” Beverly said quickly 
and bluntly. “I was kidnaped tonight by Pasha-el- 
Hassain and I want to know if he was acting upon 
your orders.” 

The usually impassive face of Ismail Zeser showed a 
flash of surprise. It was gone in an instant, but because 
she had seen it Beverly was inclined to believe him 
when he protested. 

“That is ridiculous, Miss Gray! Why would I order 
him to do a thing like that?” 

“For Frank Stanton’s emeralds and map,” Jim 
put in. 

“Who are you?” Zeser regarded Jim with a frown. 

Beverly introduced her two companions, and Zeser 
motioned toward a circle of chairs by the window. 

“Please be seated, and let us discuss this calmly. Tell 
me exactly what happened,” Zeser suggested. 

Larry and Jim left the telling to Beverly, and 
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when she had finished, Zeser was silent for several 
minutes. 

“T assure you, Miss Gray, I had no knowledge of, or 
part in, Pasha’s actions tonight. Needless to say, I will 
be glad to help in any way I can to apprehend him. 
Pasha is newly returned from Egypt where he did say 
he heard of Stanton’s journeys through the beryl 
mines. What else he knew about Stanton’s discovery I 
do not know.” 

“He is quite determined to get it,” Jim declared. 

“The police will catch him,” Zeser said confidently. 
“T hope you believe me when I assure you I had noth- 
ing to do with any of this.” 

“Inspector Travers will probably call upon you to 
learn what you know of Pasha,” Beverly told him. 

“T shall be glad to cooperate,” Zeser assured her. “Mr. 
Stanton, I was willing to help your uncle develop his 
discovery, and now that it is yours, if you so desire, I 
shall be happy to assist you in any way I can.” 

“Thank you, sir. I may come to see you later,” Jim 
said, as they rose to leave. 

“Well!” Larry sighed as they climbed back into their 
car. “Personally, I think the police will find Zeser is 
telling the truth. But the Frank Stanton story is still 
all mixed up.” 

“We better go out to the house early in the morn- 
ing,” Beverly said, “if we want to get there before 


Johnny.” 
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“I'd like to be a third member of the searching 
party,” Larry offered. 

“All reinforcements are heartily welcome,” Jim de- 
clared. 

The young men left Beverly at the door to the girls’ 
apartment with the promise to be on hand bright and 
early in the morning. 

Beverly found her friends already in bed and asleep. 
She climbed into bed too weary to spend any more 
thought on the mystery, and slept soundly until the 
jangle of the telephone roused her. 

“Turn off the alarm clock, somebody,” Lenora mut- 
tered without opening her eyes. “I want to sleep for a 
week.” 

“Tt’s the telephone,” Beverly replied with a yawn. 

The bell echoed again through the apartment, but no 
one stirred. 

With a sigh Beverly slipped out of bed and went 
sleepily into the other room. 

“Bev? This is Jim.” 

“Mmmm,” Beverly said. 

“T don’t know whether I can keep our date this 
morning,” the voice continued in her ear. 

“Why not?” Beverly asked, now wide awake. “You 
want to find the map and emeralds before Johnny 
does, don’t you?” 

“Of course, but there are a couple of husky six-foot 
reasons outside my apartment why I may not make it,” 
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Jim returned dryly. “I don’t think I would get very 
Neva 

“What do you mean?” Beverly demanded. 

“Looking out the window just a few minutes ago I 
saw a man looking over my car. Now he is standing 
in a doorway across the street watching the windows 
of my apartment. There is another character waiting 
at the bottom of the fire escape. If I go out they are 
sure to follow me. There may be trouble and I don’t 
want you to take the chance.” 

Beverly recalled Mrs. Marsden’s conversation with 
Johnny. This was probably part of her plan. 

“You've got to get out,” Beverly insisted. “But be 
careful, because they are desperate.” 

“Wait!” Jim exclaimed. “There’s someone at the 
door.” He returned in a moment. “It’s Larry. Maybe 
we can figure out something for me to do. P’ll call you 
back in a few minutes.” 

“Anything interesting?” Lenora looked up as Bev- 
erly returned to the bedroom. 

“Tell you about it later,” Beverly replied evasively 
so as not to worry the listening Lois, and disappeared 
into the bathroom. 

She was bathed and dressed and sipping her coffee 
when the downstairs buzzer sounded. It was Jim, in 
Larry’s suit and hat. 

Jim chuckled as they drove away in Larry’s car. 
“Larry is leading the bloodhounds a merry chase in my 
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suit and my car. Lucky thing we're the same size.” 

It was a beautiful cool, sunny morning but they were 
scarcely aware of it as the car sped out into Long Is- 
land and they talked about the letter Frank Stanton 
had left his nephew. 

“Here—” Jim handed Beverly a folded sheet of pa- 
per. “Read it. The second paragraph tells about the 
map and emeralds.” 

“My cabin on the Beechwood was broken into, but 
I had hidden the emeralds and the map in my shoe, ” 
Beverly read aloud. “ ‘I declared the stones privately at 
the Customs Bureau after our landing, so you need 
have no fear that they were smuggled into the country. 

“As soon as I reached New York I had two stones 
made in the likeness of the genuine ones and hid them 
in my desk. If ever they were stolen I would know the 
thief was still on my trail, and I planned to ask for 
police protection until I accomplished my purpose and 
was on my way back to Egypt. At this time, the false 
emeralds are still in my desk.” 

“They are the ones Johnny later found,” Jim inter- 
rupted. “Go on, Bev—” 

“Tf you will tear the heel from my shoe, Jim, you 
will find your inheritance— ” 

There was more to the letter, but Beverly stopped 
reading at that point. 

“I tore the heels off every pair of shoes in his closet 
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last night,” Jim said. “Pasha’s men watched me like 
hawks. Nary an emerald or a map did we find,” he 
added dryly. 

“Why would he tell you that if it weren’t true?” 
Beverly asked as they parked the car around in the 
back of the house so Johnny wouldn’t see it when he 
came up the driveway. 

Jim pulled a pair of keys from his pocket. 

“We enter through the main portal this time,” he 
grinned. “I told Mr. Coombs what a thoroughfare the 
window has become, and you should have seen his 
face!’ 

They stepped into the cool, shadowy hall and the 
silence of the house was all around them. 

“T guess Johnny hasn’t arrived yet,” Jim commented. 
“Where do you think we should wait for him?” 

Beverly did not reply. She was thoughtfully regard- 
ing the stairs, and thinking of the master bedroom 
where Jim had searched for his inheritance. She re- 
membered a pair of shoes she had seen the first time 
they went through the house. 

“Jim,” Beverly said slowly, “where do you keep your 
shoes?” 

“On my feet,” Jim chuckled. 

“Silly! I mean when you aren’t wearing them.” 

“They are lined up in my closet,” Jim replied. “Why 
do you ask P” 
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“You wouldn’t put a pair of shoes in the same 
drawer with your clean shirts, would you?” Beverly 
continued, excitement rising within her. 

“Of course not,” Jim answered. “What are you talk- 
ing about?” 

“Your uncle did,” Beverly replied. 

“My uncle did what?” Jim demanded. “Beverly, 
what do you mean?” he exclaimed, catching some of 
her excitement. 

“Shoes with his shirts,” Beverly said. “Why didn’t 
I think of it before? I should have known the first day 
I saw them there that it was strange.” 

Beverly started toward the staircase, Jim at her heels. 
They climbed the winding stairs and dashed into the 
master bedroom. Beverly went at once to the bureau 
and pulled open the middle drawer. Lifting out a 
shirt, she indicated the brown, worn shoes that lay 
beside the other neatly folded shirts. 

“They must be the shoes, Jim, they must be!” 

“We'll soon find out!” Jim answered. 

Jim lifted out the shoes and took them to the win- 
dow. Carefully they looked over the worn footwear. 
There was no sign of anything unusual about them. 

“He said to tear the heel off,’ Jim reminded her. 
“C’mon, there are tools in the desk in the library.” 

They dashed downstairs again and set to work on 
the shoes. They tore the heel from one. 


The Emeralds 167 


“Maybe we guessed wrong,” Jim said doubtfully, 
looking at the heel in his hand. 

“Try the other shoe,” Beverly urged. “Tear that heel 
off, Jim.” 

Jim set to work again and a moment later he lifted 
out a small ball of paper concealed in a hollow within 
the heel. 

“Bev, this is it!” 

With fingers shaking with excitement, Jim unrolled 
the paper and held in his hand two deep green emer- 
alds. They were exact duplicates of the false ones. 

“Shades of Cleopatra!” he whistled. “These are real 
enough, Beverly!” 

“They are beautiful, Jim!” Beverly agreed in awe. 
“No wonder Johnny was determined to have them.” 

“And he still is,” a voice declared from the doorway. 

Beverly and Jim swung about, startled. They had 
temporarily forgotten the man they had come here to 
watch. 

Johnny lounged in the doorway, his right hand sug- 
gestively in his coat pocket. 

“Your uncle was a clever fellow,” he conceded. 
“Thanks for finding the stones and the map for me,” 
he added with a grin. “Now if you will just hand them 
over—” 

“T will not!” Jim said angrily. 

“J have a good little persuader here,” Johnny urged, 
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indicating his pocket. “Don’t do anything foolish.” 

“Do as he says, Jim,” Beverly whispered. 

“But, Bev—” Jim began to protest. 

“Quickly!” Johnny exclaimed. “I haven’t much 
time.” 

Reluctantly Jim held out his hand, the emeralds 
sparkling green in the palm. 

~“The map, too.” Johnny indicated the paper the 
emeralds had been wrapped in. 

Jim wrapped the emeralds in the paper again, and 
reluctantly tossed them to Johnny. The thief caught 
them deftly, and with a smiling salute backed out the 
door. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


End of the Trail 


“WHERE are you going, Johnny? To meet me?” 

When the mocking voice spoke behind him Johnny 
stopped as though pinned to the spot. Slowly he turned 
to face the latest arrival. 

“What are you doing here?” Johnny demanded 
harshly. “I thought I told you—” 

“I know what you told me,” Mrs. Marsden said 
quietly. “I also know that you planned to run away 
alone with the emeralds. I stopped at your cabin be- 
fore coming here. Your things are all packed and wait- 
ing. Someone else is waiting, too.” She gave a short 
laugh and then became serious again. “You did not 
intend to share the map and the stones with me, did 
you, Johnny?” 

“Where did you get that idea?” Johnny laughed 
heartily. “I was coming to your place as soon as | 
picked up my things.” 
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He began retreating slowly into the library, away 
from the businesslike little gun in Mrs. Marsden’s 
hand. 

Beverly and Jim watched tensely. 

“Give them to me, Johnny.” 

“Now listen, Marie—” 

“Tt’s no use.” The woman shook her head, a faint 
smile on her face. “Even in the beginning I did not 
fully trust you. Give me the jewels and the map.” 

The young man stared at the small package in his 
hand, his face dark with anger. His right hand began 
to move toward his coat pocket. 

“Don’t be foolish,’ Mrs. Marsden warned sharply. 
“I can shoot before you can reach it. The stones, 
Johnny—” 

Suddenly he flung the paper-wrapped emeralds at 
the woman. 

“Here—take them, and may they bring you nothing 
but bad luck!” he snarled. 

Mrs. Marsden caught the jewels and smiled. 

“T am not superstitious, Johnny.” 

She gestured toward them all with her revolver. 

“Tt would be wise if you remained in this room for 
at least ten minutes.” 

She was backing toward the door when another 
voice spoke. 


“Drop the gun, Mrs. Marsden.” 
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The revolver fell to the floor and Jim hastened to 
retrieve it. 

“This is like playing checkers.” Julia Peters smiled. 
“Tm glad I have the last jump. Hello, Beverly. I fol- 
lowed a hunch and called the local police before I came 
in. I telephoned from the diner down the road. They 
should be here any minute.” 

Mrs. Marsden re-entered the library at the urging of 
Julia and her weapon. 

“You're glad!” Beverly laughed in relief. “I was 
never so glad to see anyone in my life!” 

“Tve been keeping a close watch on Mrs. Marsden 
and when I saw her head in this direction I thought 
the law might be needed.” 

“Did I miss anything good?” Larry inquired from 
the doorway. 

“Larry! What happened to you?” Beverly exclaimed. 

Larry ruefully looked down at his torn coat. 

“When those two hoodlums finally caught up with 
me they were inclined to be a little rough, but when 
they discovered I wasn’t Jim they left me and raced 
back to his apartment. I came on here to see what was 
happening. You seem to have the situation well in 
hand.” 

“The police will be here any minute,” Julia repeated. 

“Before they come—” Mrs. Marsden said with a 
smugness that put them instantly on the alert. “Miss 


172 Beverly Gray’s Scoop 


Gray, as a newspaper reporter you should be interested 
in the welfare and safety of one of your fellow jour- 
nalists.” 

“What do you mean?” Beverly asked. 

“Another young lady reporter has been very curious 
about Johnny and me. At the present moment I sup- 
pose I am the only one who knows where she can be 
found.” 

“Kay!” Beverly exclaimed. “Where is she?” 

“T think that information is worth my release before 
the police come,” Mrs. Marsden said quietly. 

“No bargains!” Julia Peters said firmly. 

Mrs. Marsden shrugged. “It will be most unfortunate 
for the girl.” 

“Julia,” said Beverly, “give Larry your gun and come 
out into the hall. I want to talk to you.” 

When the two girls were out of earshot of the others, 
Beverly said, “It is true Kay and I are bitter rivals 
when it comes to stories for our papers, but we are 
friends, too. I am sure if our positions were reversed 
she would help me.” 

“What do you suggest?” Julia asked. 

“When Mrs. Marsden first came here she told Johnny 
she had stopped at his cabin. She also said someone was 
waiting there. I have a hunch she meant Kay. At any 
rate it won’t take me long to make sure. I’m going to 
drive over there now. If Kay isn’t there, I'll be right 
back. If she is and I can help her, then I’ll go on into 
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town to write my story. You've lots of help to hold 
Johnny and Mrs. Marsden until the police get here,” 
Beverly added. 

“Good luck!” Julia called as Beverly hurried out. 

Outside the house Beverly ran into unexpected diffi- 
culty. Paul, Mrs. Marsden’s chauffeur, met her at the 
porch steps. 

“Did Mrs. Marsden say you could leave?” he asked, 
hovering over her like a bird of prey. 

“Of course,” Beverly said calmly, her fingers crossed. 

“She didn’t tell me to let you go,” he replied. “You 
better go back inside.” 

Beverly realized then that Mrs. Marsden had not 
anticipated trouble in the house. She had been con- 
fident she could handle any situation that might arise. 
She must have told her chauffeur to let anyone in who 
wanted to come—hence Julia’s and Larry’s arrival— 
but not to let anyone leave without permission from 
her. 

“T’ll be back shortly,” Beverly said, and tried to brush 
past him. 

“Not so fast!” he exclaimed, stepping in front of her. 
“I said you should go back inside.” 

“Very well,” Beverly agreed. “I'll go back inside but 
I think you should come in with me. There is quite a 
party in there.” 

He looked puzzled for a moment and then nodded, 
indicating she should precede him. 
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Beverly walked slowly down the hall to the library 
door. Jim met her, Mrs. Marsden’s revolver in his hand. 
At sight of him the chauffeur whirled to escape but 
stopped at Jim’s command. 

“Another pigeon for the coop,” Beverly said. “Take 
charge of him, Jim. I'll see you later.” 

It was only a short drive to the motor court where 
she and Julia had found Johnny. Mrs. Marsden had 
advised him to change his cabin to elude the Egyptian, 
but Beverly had noticed a “No Vacancy” sign up at 
the court office and she doubted if he had been able 
to do so. 

Therefore, Beverly went directly to cabin number 
five and knocked upon the door. No one opened the 
door, but she distinctly heard a faint knocking inside 
and a faint voice crying, “Help!” She tried the door 
but it was locked. 

Turning away, Beverly ran across to the cabin which 
bore the sign: “Office.” There was no one present when 
she stepped inside, but on the wall was a board bearing 
the numbers of all the cabins. Below each number 
hung a key for that particular cabin. Beverly helped 
herself to the key for cabin number five and hurried 
out. 

In a few minutes she cautiously opened the door to 
Johnny’s cabin and peeped inside. His luggage, packed 
and waiting just as Mrs. Marsden had said, stood be- 
side the bed. There was no one in sight. 


End of the Trail 175 


Beverly stepped inside and closed the door behind 
her. At that moment the knocking she had heard 
from outside was resumed so close to her that she 
jumped. 

“Help! Help! Let me out of here!” a muffled voice 
called. 

Beverly went to the closet and unlocked the door. A 
perspiring and angry Katharine Merrill stumbled out. 

“Fancy meeting you here!” Beverly quipped. 

“Thanks for the rescue,” Kay said. “How did you 
know I was here—or didn’t you know?” 

“T suspected it from something Mrs. Marsden said,” 
Beverly replied. “Are you all right?” 

“Mad as a hornet,” Kay retorted. 

“How did you get in here?” Beverly wanted to 
know. 

“When the maid came to clean the cabin I con- 
vinced her I was Johnny’s sister, and she agreed to let 
me wait for him—as a surprise. Mrs. Marsden and her 
chauffeur arrived first and locked me in the closet 
when they left. Wait until I catch up with that 
woman—” 

“Tt will have to be in court,” Beverly said dryly. “The 
police are escorting her to her new home.” 

“Good!” Kay exclaimed. “Then the Frank Stanton 
story is ended?” 

“A happy ending,” Beverly agreed. She couldn’t re- 
sist adding, “Too bad you weren’t there.” 
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“I know more about him than you think,” Kay re- 
torted. “Enough to get a scoop for the Sun.” 

With an unexpected movement, she turned and 
pushed Beverly backward into the closet from which 
she herself had just been rescued. 

“Sorry, Bev, but a headline is a headline and I vowed 
I’'d beat you to this one!” 

When Beverly recovered her balance, the closet door 
had been locked and Kay had run out of the cabin. 

Now it was Beverly’s turn to pound upon the door 
and call for help. She was furious with herself for 
letting Kay trick her. Now the Sun reporter would 
most certainly scoop her on the Frank Stanton story. 

Beverly kept hammering on the door until her hands 
felt bruised. Suddenly she heard footsteps in the cabin 
and a moment later the closet door was thrown open. 

“Come out of there!” a short, chubby, bald-headed 
man commanded. “I saw you sneak in here. I’m going 
to turn you over to the police. Your accomplice got 
away in a car but I’ve got you!” 

Beverly realized that the little man thought Kay was 
her accomplice. 

“Trying to steal this gentleman’s things, eh?” He 
grabbed her wrist and held on tightly. “You'll come to 
the office with me and I'll call the police.” 

“I didn’t steal anything!” Beverly said impatiently. 
“Do you think I locked myself in the closet?” 

While he thought about that, she jerked herself free 


End of the Trail 177 


and ran out of the cabin. In a moment she was in her 
car and speeding down the highway after Kay. 

As she rounded a curve she saw Kay’s car smashed 
against a tree. The girl reporter was sitting very still 
behind the wheel. 

No matter how angry Beverly was with Kay, she 
could not pass her by now when there was a possibility 
that the girl was hurt and in need of help. 

As Beverly’s car stopped Kay climbed from her car 
and stood regarding it in disgust. 

“Are you hurt?” Beverly asked, running up to Kay. 

“Only my pride—I think,” Kay returned. “Another 
driver forced me off the road, and before I knew it I 
tried to run down the tree.” 

“Tl send you a tow truck from the first garage I 
pass,” Beverly promised. 

“Fine,” Kay agreed, “but I believe if I could move 
it back from the tree a little it would hobble into town. 
Before you go, would you help me? Get into the 
driver’s seat and start the motor while I try to push it 
away from the tree.” 

“Tll try, but you aren’t strong enough to push the 
car,” Beverly protested. 

“If you are at the wheel we might get it started be- 
tween us,” Kay pleaded. “It will only take a moment. 
You can still beat me into town,” she added ruefully. 

Beverly climbed into the damaged car and tried to 
start the motor. There was no response to her effort. 
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“Sorry, Kay,” she said at last. “Kay—” 

“So long!” The words floated back to her as Kay, at 
the wheel of Beverly’s car, backed onto the highway. 
“T’ll send you the tow truck!” 

Beverly stared angrily after her own car as it dis- 
appeared down the road. Twice she had let Kay trick 
her. Now she really was stranded. There was nothing 
to do but start walking. 

Beverly heard the wail of a police siren and turned 
to see a police car bearing down upon her. At sight of 
Kay’s wrecked car, the police car stopped and two men 
got out. Beverly recognized one of them as her friend, 
Inspector Travers. 

“Ts that your car, Beverly?” he asked. 

Beverly quickly explained what had happened. 

“The Sun will scoop the Tribune this time,” she fin- 
ished breathlessly, “unless you help me, Inspector!” 

“Tl help you,” he smiled. “Get in our car.” 

He turned to the uniformed policeman with him 
and gave him some instructions. Then he got in beside 
Beverly and the car started, siren screaming. 

“What a break for me that you came along!” Bevy- 
erly cried. “You have no idea what this means to me, 
Inspector.” 

“T think I do,” he smiled. “You will be glad to know, 
too, that we caught the three men you had trouble with 
last night. I talked to Ismail Zeser early this morning 
and he gave me a list of places he thought Pasha might 
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have gone. We caught him about an hour ago. That 
should complete your story.” 

“It does,” Beverly agreed gratefully. “If I could only 
keep Kay out of circulation long enough to get my 
story into print.” 

“T will radio for a tow truck to get the wrecked car 
off the road, and I think I will also have the highway 
patrol stop your car, escort Miss Merrill to town, and 
hold her for questioning until I get to the station. Will 
that give you time to get your story written?” 

“Inspector, you are a wonderful man!” Beverly 
sighed happily. 

The police siren cleared the road for them like 
magic. Beverly arrived at the Tribune office breathless 
but elated. She sped to her desk and Charlie Blaine 
came to read over her shoulder as she poured forth 
the story of Frank Stanton and his fabulous emeralds. 

She tried to give her readers a word portrait of the 
man who, all his life, had traveled the world over seek- 
ing a fortune, only to find it too late. 

At last Beverly sat back, her work done for the mo- 
ment. She felt oddly elated. 

At that moment her telephone rang. 

“Beverly Gray, come down here this minute and tell 
the police I did not steal your car!” Kay Merrill’s voice 
exploded angrily in her ear. 

“Oh. Didn’t you?” Beverly replied innocently, 
smothering a laugh. 
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“All’s fair in love and newspaper reporting,” Kay 
said shrilly. “I merely borrowed your car. If you don’t 
do something at once, Beverly—” 

“All right,” Beverly chuckled. “Is Inspector Travers 
there?” 

The inspector’s voice came to her immediately. 

“Yes, Miss Gray?” 

“You can let her go now, Inspector,” Beverly said. 
“T’ve scooped her—thanks to you.” 

“Oh, you say you do not wish to prefer charges?” 

The Inspector sounded sternly official, but Beverly 
could imagine the gleam of mischief in his eyes. She 
could also imagine Kay’s fury at being scooped on her 
story. It would be well to avoid the Sun reporter for a 
few days! 


CHAPTER XIX 


“For Lois, with Love’ 


“I pon’r understand it,” Lenora declared. “It’s three 
days since Jim got his emeralds and he hasn’t even 
given us a glimpse of them.” 

The girls were doing the dishes after dinner and 
when Lois left the kitchen Shirley turned to her blonde 
friend. 

“That wasn’t very tactful, Lenora,” Shirley com- 
mented. “I don’t believe she has seen Jim either since 
that day.” 

“His boss called him back to Washington,” Beverly 
explained. “Lois knows that.” 

“Just the same,” Lenora grumbled, “he knows we 
are all just dying to see his emeralds. He could have 
shown them to us.” 

“He'll be back tomorrow night and he has invited 
us all to dinner at Smitty’s,” added Beverly. 


“Ts it somebody’s birthday?” Lenora asked, mysti- 
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fied. “What do you suppose he has up his sleeve?” 

“His arm,” Shirley said dryly. “How about a movie 
tonight P” 

“What's playing?” Lenora asked, going for the 
newspaper. “I hope it is a murder-mystery.” 

“Are you gals doing anything tonight?” Lois in- 
quired as the other three joined her in the living room. 

“Movies,” Lenora said. “Want to go along?” 

“No, thanks,” Lois said. “I have things to do. Have 
a good time.” 

The three girls finally agreed on a film to see, and 
departed hastily to be in time for the beginning of the 
feature. 

As soon as her friends had departed Lois burst into 
action. She dragged her suitcase and a miscellany of 
packages from the depths of her closet and bureau 
drawers. Her doings would have brought forth count- 
less questions from the other girls, but during their 
absence she could work quickly and undisturbed. Ey- 
erything was quiet and serene when they returned, and 
Lois was lazily reading in bed. 

Dinnertime the following evening found the girls 
and their escorts gathering at Smitty’s for Jim’s dinner 
party. A long table, adorned lavishly with flowers, had 
been set up along one wall. There was a corsage for 
each girl and a boutonniére for each young man. 
Smitty’s best dinner was on the menu, and it promised 
to be a gala evening. 
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The young people gathered promptly at the ap- 
pointed time—all but the host. 

“Where is he?” Lenora demanded with another 
glance at her watch. “I’m starving!” 

“Perhaps he was held up in traffic,” Shirley said. 

“He'll be here,” Lois replied calmly. “Have pa- 
tience.” 

“Ha! You never used to have any more patience than 
I,” Lenora said. “It must be love.” 

“I guess it is,’ Lois returned calmly. 

Lenora opened her mouth to say something, but at 
that moment Jim came through the door, breathless 
and apologetic, and the party got under way. 

At last Lenora voiced the question they were all 
wondering about. 

“Tt is grand of you, Jim, to give this dinner party, but 
what is the reason? Is it somebody’s birthday ?” 

Jim looked at the radiant, dark-haired girl at his side. 

“Do you want to tell them, Lois?” 

Lois nodded and turned to the others. “Jim and I 
are getting married tomorrow.” 

For a moment there was complete silence, and then 
the others left their places to crowd around the two 
happy young people. 

“This is to make everything official,” Jim said, draw- 
ing a velvet box from his pocket. “The jeweler had to 
rush to have it ready for me. It’s for Lois, with love.” 

Lois opened the box and drew a sharp breath of sur- 
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prise and admiration. Nestled in a bed of white satin, 
on a slender gold chain, was a brilliant diamond 
pendant set between two glowing emeralds. 

Lois was speechless, but the others made up for her 
silence with their praise. 

“No wonder he kept the emeralds hidden,” Lenora 
declared, awe-stricken. “Lois, my pet, you will be a 
walking fortune when you wear that.” 

Jim put the necklace around Lois’s neck, and there 
was another murmur of admiration from the group. 

“We decided we wanted a quiet wedding—with just 
our dearest friends,” Lois explained. 

“But I always wanted to be your bridesmaid!” Le- 
nora wailed. 

“You shall be,” Lois said. “I want you to stand with 
me. My parents are coming on for the wedding tomor- 
row, and then we are going to meet Jim’s folks in 
Egypt.” 

“Egypt!” The others echoed in chorus. 

“For our honeymoon Lois and I are going to Egypt 
to look into Uncle Frank’s discovery,” Jim explained. 

“Beverly and I will see that you get your picture and 
a story in the Tribune, won’t we, Bev?” Lenora prom- 
ised. 

Beverly nodded with a smile. Jim and Lois’s wed- 
ding and journey to Egypt would make a perfect 
ending to the Frank Stanton story. 


THE CONNIE BLAIR 


Mystery Stories 
By BETSY ALLEN 


The pen name of Betsy Allen conceals 
one of the outstanding writers of books 
for girls of our day. In Connie Blair, typi- 
cal teen-age American girl so far as looks 
go, but with a lively intelligence and a 
keen nose for solving mysteries, the author 
has created her most appealing character. 
Connie is a career girl, with a job in an 
advertising agency, but mysteries have a 
way of rising up to challenge her wher- 
ever she goes. 


You can identify A Connie Blair Mystery 
at a glance because a color is always fea- 
tured in the title. 


THE CLUE IN BLUE 
THE RIDDLE IN RED 
PUZZLE IN PURPLE 
THESECRET OF BLACKCAT GULCH 
THE GREEN ISLAND MYSTERY 
THE GHOST WORE WHITE 
THE YELLOW WARNING 
THE GRAY MENACE 
THE BROWN SATCHEL MYSTERY 
GROSSET & DUNLAP 


Publishers of WORDS: The New Dictionary 
New York 10, N. Y. 


110-150 


